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Headmistress’s  Message 


“Two  roads  diverge  in  a  yellow  wood”  - 
Almost  everyday,  often  several  times  on 
some  days,  one  is  faced  with  a  choice  of  two, 
or  three,  or  four  ways  to  go.  On  a  fine  day, 
when  one  is  feeling  secure  and  happy,  one 
feels  courageous  enough  to  take  “the  one 
less  travelled  by”.  Many  other  times  the 
decision  goes  to  the  more  comfortable, 
safer,  “well  travelled”  path.  Unfortunately 
we  can  never  know  what  would  have  hap¬ 
pened  if  we  had  taken  the  other  road,  and  we 
can  never  go  back  to  try  again.  But  that  is 
the  fun,  the  challenge,  the  purpose  of  living 
and  learning. 


Here  at  The  Study  each  of  you  is  presented  with  many  pathways,  and  you  may  find  it  disconcerting  that 1  you 
must  make  choices.  Twenty-eight  years  ago  I  chose  a  different  road,  one  that  travelled  through  The  Study, 
have  found  the  way  full  of  exciting  vistas  with  lots  of  rocky  stretches.  It  has  been  at  times  a  velvet-lined  rut 
sometimes  annoyingly  narrow,  but  always  enticing,  encouraging  me  to  see  around  the  next  bead- ^nat  has 
made  the  trip  worth  more  than  I  can  say  has  been  the  people  I  have  met  along  the  way  -  you  and  all  the  other 

girls  and  boys  who  ran  along  with  me  for  awhile. 


Now  you  and  l  have 
dilemmas.  I  wish  us 
ference”. 


again  come  to  a  fork  in  the  road  and  so  has  The  Study.  We  are  faced  with  the  familiar 
all  good  fortune  on  our  new  pathways,  for  the  one  we  choose  will  make  “all  the  dir- 
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To  Mrs.  Scott 


From  the  staff: 

Mrs.  Scott,  in  the  course  of  her  twenty- 
eight  years’  association  with  The 
Study,  has  served  not  only  as  head¬ 
mistress  but  also  as  a  dedicated  teacher 
of  biology.  In  both  capacities  she  has 
worked  with  us  through  a  quarter- 
century  of  unprecedented  change  and 
discovery.  As  a  biologist,  she  is  pro¬ 
fessionally  occupied  with  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  living  organisms;  it  is  therefore 
particularly  fitting  that  she  should  have 
presided  over  the  school  at  a  time  of 
accelerating  growth,  changes,  and  the 
completion  of  a  magnificent  new 
building. 

Twenty-eight  years  ago,  Montrealers 
were  riding  in  streetcars;  women 
teachers  always  wore  hats  to  afternoon 
tea-parties;  television  had  only  just 
begun  to  make  its  impact  upon  every¬ 
day  life;  biology  textbooks  as  yet  con¬ 
tained  no  mention  of  DNA.  As  for 
computers,  who  would  then  have 
predicted  their  imminent  appearance  in 
the  school  curriculum?  This  has  been 
an  exciting  period;  not  an  easy  one  for 
any  school,  teacher,  or  administrator; 
but  under  Mrs.  Scott,  The  Study  has 
not  merely  maintained  its  existence  but 
has  significantly  evolved.  The  whole 
community  of  our  school  owes  her  an 
enormous  debt  of  gratitude. 


From  the  students: 

Mrs.  Scott  became  headmistress  a  year  before  this  year’s  graduating  class  entered  kindergarten,  thirteen  years  ago. 
For  those  of  us  who  have  been  here  quite  a  while  it  almost  seems  like  we’ve  grown  up  together. 

As  we  grew  from  learning  our  ABC’s  to  doing  trigonometric  functions,  Mrs.  Scott  grew  from  solving  minor  every¬ 
day  problems  to  enlarging  and  improving  the  school. 

Mrs.  Scott  has  taught,  at  one  point  or  another,  every  student  who  has  passed  through  The  Study.  She  has  taught 
general  science  at  all  levels  and  has  conducted  many  interesting  Seminars.  She  has  been  very  active  in  the  Ecologues 
Club  which  she  started  several  years  ago. 

After  school,  children  who  want  their  excellents  signed  can  often  find  her  cheering  on  the  various  athletic  teams  in 
the  gymnasium. 

Although  she  is  leaving  us  this  year,  we  know  a  part  of  her  will  remain  always  with  The  Study.  Thank  you,  Mrs. 
Scott,  from  all  of  us. 
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Staff 


Mr.  Hamilton 
History 


Mme.  Jothy 
French 


Mrs.  Bottenberg 
German 


Mrs.  Allan 
Grade  One 


Mrs.  Schuster 
Mathematics 


Mrs.  Vivian 
Library 


Mr.  McCauley 
Biology 
Mathematics 
Computer  Science 


Mrs.  Scott 

Ecology 

M.R.E. 


Mrs.  Cross 
Mathematics 


Mrs.  Baugniet 
Latin 


Miss  Shahan 
Secretary 


Mme.  Kebedgy 
French 


Mme.  Looten 
French 


Mrs.  Balfour 
Phys.  Ed. 


Mrs.  Stephen 
Secretary 


Mrs.  Ballantyne 
Secretary 
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Mrs.  Finley 
Grade  Two 


Miss  Benjamin 
Art 


Mr.  Tomczyk 

Mrs.  Johnston  Art 

Grade  Three 


Miss  Rees 
Registrar 


Ms.  Pappius 
Kindergarten 


Mrs.  Ronsley 
English 


Mr.  Trenholme 
Administrator 


General  Science 

Mrs.  Ewing 
Geography 


Miss  Goode 
Secretary-T  reasurer 


Mrs.  Leonard 
Grade  Four 


Mrs.  Allen 
Mrs.  Somerville 
Mrs.  Kerr 
Mrs.  Cunningham 


Mrs.  Reid 
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Mme.  Jasmin 
French 


Mme.  Glorieux 
French 


Mrs.  Cooke 

Physics 

Chemistry 


Ms.  Biggs 

English 

N.A.L. 


Mme.  Roy 
French 


Miss  Kirkpatrick 
History 


Mr.  Christiani 
Music 
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“Go  home,  E.T.!” 


Grads 


THE  ROAD  NOT  TAKEN 

Two  roads  diverged  in  a  yellow  wood, 
And  sorry  I  could  not  travel  both 
And  be  one  traveler,  long  I  stood 
And  looked  down  one  as  far  as  I  could 
To  where  it  bent  in  the  undergrowth; 

Then  took  the  other,  as  just  as  fair, 
And  having  perhaps  the  better  claim, 
Because  it  was  grassy  and  wanted  wear; 
Though  as  for  that,  the  passing  there 
Had  worn  them  really  about  the  same, 

And  both  that  morning  equally  lay 
In  leaves  no  step  had  trodden  black. 
Oh,  I  kept  the  first  for  another  day! 

Yet  knowing  how  way  leads  on  to  way, 
I  doubted  if  I  should  ever  come  back. 

I  shall  be  telling  this  with  a  sigh 
Somewhere  ages  and  ages  hence: 

Two  roads  diverged  in  a  wood,  and  I  - 
I  took  the  one  less  traveled  by, 

And  that  has  made  all  the  difference. 


Robert  Frost 
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“Had  I  but  world  enough  and  time.” 


...  fearsome  five  ...  “attention  handicapee”  ...  April  Fools  ...  Allah  ...  Room  111 
historical  fiction  ...  R.St.Y.L.C  ...  Manitou  ... 


B.Y.O.R.B.  ...  Chinese  drivers 


“We  have  had  a  jolly  good  lesson,  and  it  serves  us  jolly  well  right.” 

-Kipling 

“Living  is  the  best  revenge.” 
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If  you  can’t  beat  her,  join  her!  In  her  two  years  at  The  Study,  Olivia  (alias  O.J.)  has  astounded  us  with  her  energy  to  do  a 
million  things  at  once.  As  well  as  her  sub-head  duties  which  keep  her  up  to  (literally)  all  hours  of  the  night,  she  is  an  active 
member  of  the  soccer,  basketball  and  swimming  teams,  faithful  crewman  for  drama,  budding  (?)  amateur  photographer  ...  the 
list  goes  on.  Wherever  she  goes,  whatever  she  does,  there’s  no  doubt  O.J.  will  remain  in  front  -  where  she  belongs  - 

Thanks  -  A.B. 


Two  years  of: 

“What  do  you  mean  I  spoke  too  loud?”  I  did  too  brush  my  hair!  Physics?!  Oh  no!!  Tall  blond  chauffeur,  come  to  take  me 
to  Beaconsfield  ...  To  where?  Reading  one  of  Shakespeare’s  plays  with  P.B.  &  H.P.  in  3  seconds  flat.  I  don’t  talk  fast?  Have 
you  got  a  quarter  ...  No!  Boys,  what  are  they?  It’s  been  quite  an  experience  spending  my  Montreal  years  at  The  Study.  See 
y’around  someday. 


In  a  few  years,  likely  to  be  conquering  the  world  on  horseback,  or  running  the  marathon  in  two  seconds  flat,  or  first  woman 
P.M.  of  Canada.  Underneath  the  mess  of  papers  in  the  yearbook  room  -  there’s  Alix,  slaving  away.  Wherever,  or  whatever 
life  leads  her  to,  she’ll  never  let  go,  she’ll  always  be  at  the  top! 

Thanks  -  O.J. 


Memories  of: 

The  Who  ...  Boris,  the  mad  driver:  L.C.C.  in  5  minutes/Hudson  in  20,  Turnip,  ...  wrong  way  past  4408  -  Diplomatic 
Diplomacy  ...  caught  in  my  sweats  ...  “can  you  visualize  it?”  ...  "Party  -  what  party?”  -  No  go,  O.J.!  Stratford:  “This  IS 
Ms.  Biggs!”  ...  Bathtup  Pinball  ...  “So  what’s  the  story?”  ...  Digby  chicks  -  thanks  for  the  intro  Eg!  ...  Whirlwind  ...  Le 
Grand  Chef:  “What’s  that  smell?”  ...  Harvey’s:  “Can  my  dog  have  a  french  fry?”  ...  Blimp  and  Veg  ...  frozen  Tootsies  and 
Jellified  Spiders  ...  yearbook  (?)  conferences  with  H.R.  ...  “No  I.D.?  You’ll  have  to  pay  full  fare.”  ...  ASIA! 


“Do  not  go  gently  into  that  black  night, 
Rage,  rage,  against  the  dying  of  the  light.” 

Dylan  Thomas 
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There  are  moments  when  everything  goes  well;  don’t  be  frightened,  it  won’t  last. 

Jules  Renard 


For  the  last  five  years,  Patty  has  been  livening  up  our  class  with  her  cynical  comments  and  timely  witticisms.  To  many 
people  she  seems  to  be  a  quiet,  responsible,  well-organized  person  (we  know  better,  don’t  we?!)  As  Head  of  the  Library 
Committee  she  can  be  found  answering  questions  as  to  the  location  of  certain  books  or  sorting  out  the  ones  that  have  been 
“located”  (No,  Black  Beauty  does  NOT  belong  in  French  Canadian  l  it.!)  A  typist  and  photographer  for  the  yearbook,  she 
will  be  found  alternately  punching  keys  or  clicking  unsuspecting  teachers.  She  will  be  remembered  for  her  “great"  love  (?)  of 
Cotillions,  dances,  Marvin  Gaye  and  of  course,  Speech  Competitions! 


Anyway  it  has  been  a  great  five  years  and  all  the  best  of  luck  in  the  future. 

A.B. 


Wisdom  Gained  -  Men  who  dislike  frenchfries  will  own  dogs  who  spurn  frenchfries;  The  merit  of  good  chips  are  those  eaten 
as  quickly  and  as  noisily  as  possible;  Those  unfortunate  enough  to  be  snubbed  by  storekeepers  may  find  solace  being  adored 
by  leaf-rakers;  Never  get  off  the  Boat  and  never  pay  attention  to  the  mutterings  of  peculiar  bald  men;  Games  which  involve 
running  amongst  the  shrubbery  should  be  left  to  the  primates;  Wearing  glasses  prevents  mistaking  cats  for  dogs  and  one  way 
streets  for  two  way  streets. 


That’s  all  there  is,  there  isn’t  anymore. 

E.  Barrymore 


“This  is  not  a  Contender’ 


Susan  Brinker 
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I’m  sailing  away 

Set  an  open  course  for  the  virgin  sea 

For  I’ve  got  to  be  free 

Free  to  face  the  life  that’s  ahead  of  me. 

Styx 


Cherished  memories:  my  famous  parties.  Concussion  107,  MK,  HP,  OS.  Killer  Pizza  HP,  PH.  Bravery  at  T.P’s  and  thanks 
L.H,  creme  de  menthe.  Is  it  tea  or  isn’t  it?  Making  fudge,  PH,  scrape  scrape.  Rubber  cake  eh?  HP.  Wild  March  Break  eh 
Guys?  Thank  you  zaps  and  smiles.  4408  Coolbrook.  Death  defying  excursions  into  T.M.R.  Lice  Dandruff  action.  1  luv  the 
soaps.  Scotty  in  Stratford  M.K.  Dieting  and  Dying  with  P.H.  How  now  brown  cow.  Banana  Bacon.  Rendez-vous  in  the 
tunnel.  Frozen  Tootsie,  Harv’s  Bathroom  ...  Oy  vey  Camp  Kadimah! 


1  would  like  to  thank  everyone  who  made  my  years  at  The  Study  so  special. 


And  I  will  go  on  shining 
Shining  like  brand  new 
I’ll  never  look  behind  me 
My  troubles  will  be  few 
Good-bye  stranger  it’s  been  NICE. 

Supertramp 
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nthia  Carrique  1971-1983 
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Someday,  I  don’t  know  when, 

We’re  going  to  get  to  that  place  where  we  really  want  to  go 
And  we’ll  walk  in  the  sun,  but  ’til  then, 

Baby  we  were  born  to  run, 

Bruce  Springsteen 


Memories  ...  Witchiepoo  herself  ...  locking  the  bathroom  doors  ...  Study  Discos  ...  273  more  days  ’til  summer  holidays! 
Allah  ...  meditating:  Ich  ni  son  chi  ...  The  Murder  of  Nerd  ...  SHS  Ball:  blind  dates  Rocky  Horror  “gym  practices  ?! 
...  Prov.  gym  Comps  (gold  sparkles  and  “tes  vetements  sont  superbeaux!”)  The  Stop-Stops  w/M  At  Dcinde  Gone 

gone  gone  w/MW  ...  MS’s  sleepover  ...  The  Kids  w/KC  +  MW  ...  Orville  ..  April  Fools  Suspension  ’82  “Hey,  hc>  we  re 

the  Monkeys!”  ...  L.M.C.C.  Summers  (esp.  RL  +  TE)  ...  Stratford:  Rm.  112  (The  party  room!)  ..  hot  banana  peppers 
Bolshoi  ...  midnight  guests!  toilet  paper  ...  Bert  +  driving  ...  orange  slices  at  Casa  Pedros  ..  Waldort  +  Statler:  (Krustics  + 
Kreepies)  ...  BYORB  .  section  1 1-1 1  ...  Bazaar  ’82-Tinker  bell  ...  Sucking  helium  .  Halloween  1 1 1  w/M  +M  9  people  in 
a  Camaro  ...  A  little  “accident”  at  Thursdays!  ...  Cotillion  dinner  ’82  ...  Madame  Arcati  +  Blithe  Spirit  .  Ccnlaut  nights 
w/KC  ...  “Count  your  minutes  kid!”  ...  Crashing  the  Staff  Christmas  Party  w/MS,  MW,  +  HP  ...  Discomobilc  Move  out 
...  Celebration!  ... 

Thanks  to  all  my  friends  for  great  memories  and  good  times 
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It’s  not  time  to  make  a  change. 
Just  relax,  take  it  easy, 

You’re  still  young  ... 

Cat  Stevens 


Preserve  your  memories, 
They’re  all  that’s  left  you. 

Paul  Simon 


Memo’s:  Krusties  +  Kreepies;  Blind  Dates;  Junior  School-Josh,  CC;  Twist  and  Shout;  Waldorf  and  Statler;  Boh  Dylan-HR  + 
MW;  L.C.C.  Parties-AD;  Room  111  Stratford;  R.H.P.S.;  April  Fool’s  ’82;  HR's  parties;  B.V.I-TM  Section  11-11;  Fearsome 
Five;  Chester  N.S.-C.Y.C;  Kooks;  Provincials;  -M.A.O,MB,EM,  etc...  Treasurer,  Basketball,  Soccer,  Subhead  D.B. 


Summer’s  here  and  the  time  is  right, 
For  dancing  in  the  streets. 

The  Mamas  and  The  Papas 


LATER! 

As  long  as  we  can  sail  away. 

Neil  Young 
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Andrea  Dingle  1977-1983 
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“If  you  wake  up  and  don’t  want  to  smile,  if  it  takes  just  a  little  while,  open  your  eyes  and  look  at  the  day,  you’ll  see  things  in 
a  different  way.” 

Fleetwood  Mac 

Memories:  Quebec  City  Spring  ’82  -  Health  food  music  (K.C.),  1  don’t  remember!  -  I  need  (K.C.),  why  did  we  waste  our  lime 
on  R.S.  and  P.C?  -  Andy  and  Mandy,  how  cute  -  Go  M.S.  Go!  -  Pilot  and  co-pilot,  the  Lincoln,  Disco  in  the  Camaro, 
cruising  and  being  depressed  w/Orville,  M.S.-F.S.  =  V.G.,  elevator?,  C.C.  and  K.C.  -  Tremblant  IS  better!  -  The  Disco, 
K.C. -Stratford  Fall  ’82-swimming  w/H.R.  and  K.C.  -  Charades,  The  Tempest!,  FOOD.  Run,  Bush  Run!  -  D.S.’s  party  -  Joe 
Specials,  he’s  gorgeous!  -  Hiding  around  corners  waiting  for  people  running-C.B.  and  M.S.  -  L.C.C.  party  w /  K.C. -I  lost  my 
heel!  -  Blind  dates-K.C.,  C.C.  and  L.H.  -  Twist  and  Shout,  Hey  Hey  we’re  the  monkies!  -  R.H.P.S.  w/C.C.,  K.C.  and  M.S.  - 
April  fool’s  ’82  -  K.C.  and  Chester,  storytime  -  Omigod!  Like  remember  Valley  Girls,  fer  sure!-M.S.  -  Grody  me  maxl-Gag 
me  Mr.  Spoon!  -  Basketball  ’80,  ’81,  ’82  -  The  Fearsome  Five,  C.B.,  K.C.,  M.S.,  T.M.  and  A.D.  -  Movie?,  It’s  not  funny 
T.M.  -  K.C.  -  Pass  the  world. 

Special  thanks  to:  K.C.,  M.S.,  C.B.  and  T.M. 

“We  get  to  where  we  want  to  go,  and  do  what  we  want  to  do” 

The  Mammas  and  The  Pappas 
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“Time  is  a  child’s 
worst  enemy; 

It  brings  people  together 
then  later  takes  them  apart.” 

Thanks  to  the  class  of  ’83  for  an  amazing  time.  T.M.’s  party-champagne  for  the  boys,  let  the  good  times  roll-1’11  hold  your 
head,  but  it’s  my  turn  to  hold  your  head-chemistry  notes-“Taf  ...  we  already  did”-The  Wendy  Harper  Look  -  you  threw  my 
flowers  out  -  Tremblant  -  love  from  D.H.  -  Magog,  La  Brise  -  suspended  on  April  2nd  -  give  a  kiss-Stratford  (Bolshoi)  - 
“real”?  -  word  of  honor 
We  love  you! 

Good-bye  but  not  forever-we  all  know  that  with  your  goodness  and  your  smile  you’ll  be  loved  wherever  you  go  ... 


— 
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What’s  too  painful  to  remember 
We  simply  choose  to  forget 

So  it’s  the  laughter  we  will  remember;  whenever  we  remember 
The  way  we  were! 


Cherished  Memories:  Stratford  82,  “I  can’t  believe  they’re  here!”  Wendy’s  Emotion  al  Rescue  “Voom  Voom"  George!  “I’ll 
remember  that!’’  Hoists  Peterkin  Winkie  Cash  ew  Willis  August  15,  1982!  Beatings!  McGill  Engineering  Unit  Library  Staff 
Bath  room  •  eh  PH?  “I  have  to  go”  ‘‘Did  you  see  that?!”  Friends!  Weekends!  Continental  Cannelloni  “I’ve  got  to  get  out  of 
here!”  “Ya,  Right!”  Georgeville!  Nobby!  Puker  ell!  Christmas  Eve  '81!;  “The  whole  thing?”;  LB  in  the  snow  bank!;  Robert 
Mitchum  Canon  Willis!  Cape  Key,  1976!  Getting  balled  out  by  Dead  Man!  “Who  would  lock  do  dolls  in  windows?!’’  Le 
Marquis  de  Sade,  coffees!  HP  -  you  David  Lover!  Body  Language!  Three  Fingers!  "Ludicrous,  just  ludicrous!”  Toffy  and 
Butties!  Wooie  Newies!  Bermuda  and  The  Bird!  Softball  Games  with  LB! 


Special  and  sincere  thanks  to:  LB,JN,PH,HP,SB,RC,HY,SS„IB,SL,CF,MH,DM,GS,CB,NF,  and  especially  Mom,  Anne 
Donnie,  for  all  their  support!  Oh,  of  course-Toff  and  Butt-Butts!! 
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...  Now  you  know  that  you  are  free, 
Living  all  your  life  at  ease. 

Each  day  has  its  always, 

A  look  down  life’s  hallways,  doorways. 
To  lead  you  to  others  ... 

-The  Moody  Blues- 


...  confused?  ...  Canneloni  at  the  Continental  ...  tea?  ...  afternoon  of  the  coconut  ...  burning  spaghetti  ...  “Killer  Pizza”  ... 
smooth  skin  ...  Canoe  Feet  ...  skiing  ...  climbing  fences  ...  4408  Coolbrook  ...  pinball  in  the  tub  ...  Creme  de  Menthe  ...  dieting  and 
dying  ...  boring  ...  macaroni  and  spaghetti  sauce  ...  Turnip!  ...  what?  ...  McGill  Engineering  Unit  Staff  Bathroom  on  a  Saturday 
afternoon  ...  “Heroes”  ...  alone  again  ...  at  last  (sigh) ... 

...  thanks  to  all  those  who  made  the  years  special ... 


. . .  time  may  change  me, 
but  1  can’t  change  time  . . . 

-David  Bowie- 
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Deposited  upon  the  silent  shore 
Of  memory,  images  and  precious  thoughts, 

That  shall  not  die  and  cannot  be  destroyed. 

-Wordsworth- 

The  Study  Disco;  Bed  time  stories;  Allah!;  Nerd;  “Who  can  it  be  now?”  -Ezra!;  Mad  fence  climb  (L..C.C);  KINKS,  ASIA: 
Voodo  Doll;  Cacaphony  on  Broadway;  April  Fools  '82;  Gayton-eating  ice  cream;  mosquitos  attack;  A.B.’s  frazzled  hair  on 
the  morning  after  the  Grad  before;  Banana  Bacon  with  Zaps  and  Esta  Henry;  “Hello,  Hello,  Hello  is  anybody  in  there?"; 
Boris  —  My  favorite  Debutante;  Shopping;  “A  Hunking  we  will  go!”;  Stratford,  rm.  107;  PEI  Doggie  laws;  "Open  the 
window”;  Harv’s  bathroom;  Frozen  Tootsie. 

Thanks  to  all  who  made  my  memories  so  special. 

You’re  leaving  now,  it’s  in  your  eyes, 

There’s  no  disguising  it,  it  really  comes  as  no  surprise 
To  find  that  you  planned  it  all  along. 

-Asia- 


Taffy  Miller 

. 


Well  ya  d e,  it’s  time  to  say  goodbye  and  start  moving  on.  Don’t  forget  to  let  the  good  times  roll  -  remember  it’s  my  turn 

to  hold  your  head  -  Magog,  La  Brise  -  long  talks  with  W.H.  and  H.R.  -  chemistry  notes  -  Stratford  -  suspended  from  school 
for  a  day  -  the  Sheraton  -  MOVIE?  -  the  losers  of  Montreal  -  Derek’s  party  eh?  -  Chris  loves  ya  -  turning  Japanese  - 
Chodaclirome  -  Grody  me  max  -  Gag  me  Mr.  Spoon  -  dinner?  -  okey  dokey  Roger  Dodger  -  BVI’s,  dusty  flew  out  the  window 
and  everybody  died  -  and  1  never  did  throw  out  your  stupid  flowers! 

Keep  on  smiling  Taf,  we  love  ya! 
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After  a  while  you  learn  the  subtle  difference  between 
holding 

a  hand  and  chaining  a  soul, 

And  you  learn  that  love  doesn’t  mean  leaning  and  com¬ 
pany 

doesn’t  mean  security, 

And  you  begin  to  learn  that  kisses  aren’t  contracts  and 
parents  aren’t  promises, 

And  you  begin  to  accept  your  defeats  with  your  head  up 
and 

your  eyes  open. 

With  the  grace  of  a  woman,  not  the  grief  of  a  child 
And  learn  to  build  all  your  roads  on  today  because 
tomorrow’s 


ground  is  too  uncertain  for  plans,  and  futures  have  a  way  of 
falling  down  in  mid-flight. 

After  a  while  you  learn  that  even  sunshine  burns  if  you  get 
too  much. 

So  plant  your  own  garden  and  decorate  your  own  soul, 
instead 

of  waiting  for  someone  to  bring  you  flowers. 

And  you  learn  that  you  really  can  endure,  that  you  really 
are 

strong,  and  you  really  have  worth.  And  you  learn  and  learn. 
With  every  goodbye  you  learn. 

Author  Unknown 


Thanks  to  .IK,  CR  and  the  losers  of  Montreal  ...  IWTWAWTMMTL  and  I  wish  I  could  say  more  than  thank-you 
Until  next  time  ...  good-bye. 
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I  remember:  Body  language,  tre  dite.  It’s  just  ludicrous,  I  can’t  believe  they’re  here,  Da  Da  Da,  Emotional  Rescue,  Coffee,  the 
present  location  of  my  yellow  pen,  the  85,  Cting  with  Ker.  Impermeable  parapluie,  Filet  o’  Fish,  why  not  hit  me?  The  mixture 
Flying  Axes,  Soap  Opera  Summer  (S.O.S.),  Do  you  want  to  play  Atari?  Saving  JT  from  KS,  P-sing,  Z-A-C-L.-Y,  the  crew  of 
’82,  SH  and  GM  arriving  together-always!  J-bottles  (CM),  The  hot  tub  song  JH’s  peculiar  addiction  Dattenden,  Evan  the  Fox, 
Wok  with  Jen  and  3-D  movies  "Heroes”  Afternoon  of  the  Coconut,  Queberac,  Good  Answer!  Red  Bird,  have  your  cake  and 
burn  it  too,  Camping  out  Leaders,  Argh!  The  summit,  NJ  ’80,  Pee-Kav's  Skiing,  NYC  '82,  Embarrassing  Call),  Sexy 
volcanoes  “You  want  me  to  calculate  the  velocity  of  what?” 

Special  thanks  to:  CH  SH  JH  JT  GM  DL  MW  AM  and  you  too! 

“The  world,  dear  Agnes,  is  a  strange  affair.”  -Moliere 

“From  each  according  to  his  abilities,  to  each  according  to  his  needs.”  -Marx 

“1  agree  with  no  man’s  opinions.  I  have  some  of  my  own.” 

-Turgeniev 
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Hannah  M.  Peacock’s  final  rendition  of  the  grad  write-up  suite  in  G  minor 


“I’ve  done  my  sentence,  but  committed  no  crime” 

-Queen 


‘Na  na  na  na  na  na” 
-Edgar  Winter 


Remember:  Morty’s  everybody;  reject  macaroni  (thanks  HR);  TP’s  bathroom  (MW);  GS  in  Bk's  parking  lot;  killer  pizza  (poor 
PH);  rubber  cake  (yum  SB);  4408  Coolbrook-cause  for  divorce?;  PH  wins  great  dandruff  contest;  creme-de-menthe,  tea,  it’s 
all  in  your  head;  kamikaze  driving  in  TMR;  PH,  HP  -  irritable  when  lost;  mongloid  egg  (AS);  crashing  staff  party  (CC,  AS, 
MW);  wrong  way  past  4408  -  a  diplomatic  AB;  CH-  No.  1  David  lover;  ga  pue  ici;  Cacophony  on  Broadway  (MK);  JUST 
LUDICROUS  -  you’re  as  rude  as  rude  can  be;  Stratford  -  rm.  107,  picturesque  headache,  wetting  the  bed  -  SB  needs  diapers, 
be  still  Hannah,  bathtub  pinball  (AB,  PH),  PB’s  just  a  girl  who  can’t  say  no  (and  also  one  who  has  a  repulsive  singing  voice); 
have  your  cake  and  burn  it  too  (JN);  Harve’s  toilet  (AB)  and  to  all  a  frozen  Tootsie;  Oolahwan  -  oy,  oy,  onions  and  garlic, 
canoe  trip,  days-off  (JT’s-SO),  Binky  Henry,  Zaps,  Smiles,  CIT’s,  banana  bacon,  how  now  brown  cow,  Raccoon,  Caca,  Giro, 
Skis;  Elliot-  DR,  JS,  AH,  MC,  all  members  of  EJW,  Swanage,  tailcoats  and  glasses,  Dominic  rules,  OK?;  “This  is  the  hardest 
thing  I’ve  ever  done  in  my  entire  life";  as  the  world  turns. 

Thanks  to  all  those  who  have  let  me  be  myself.  Good  luck  to  the  various  and  sundry  members  of  the  class  of  ’83. 


After  all  this,  won’t  you  give  me  a  smile?” 

-The  Clash 
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Babe  I’m  leaving,  I  must  be  on  my  way  ... 

Styx 

Time  it  was  and  what  a  time  it  was/a  time  of  innocence,  a  time  of  confidences /long  ago  it  must  be,  I  have  a  photograph, 
preserve  your  memories,  they’re  all  that’s  left  you. 

Simon  and  Garfunkel 


Cher.  Mem.  good  times  in  grade  7;  Stale  Stash;  Dylan-KC,MW;  SB's  parties;  Styx-KS,  LB,BS,PV;  interruptions  with  KS 
From  LB-thanks!;  La  Petite  Halle  2/4/82-MS;  Easter  Weekend-NF,  Olivia,  L  +  S  4-ever-no  words;  My  Fair  Lady-BB,  LH; 
cutting  the  carpet-LH,  my  handyman;  Honda  vs.  Subaru;  OJ  500;  Morty’s  OK  everybody-HP  MW;5/20/82-  TMR  High  grad- 
you  made  it  special  and  I’ll  always  luv  you  for  it  KS;  studying  for  Latin-MW;  Deinde-MW.CC;  Windhover-BC,KK  1  luv  you 
from  moth  balls  to  gummy  bears  to  bathing  suits  !  love  to  dance-Kokujen!;  TP-HP,MW,LH,SB,LB;  HP  reject  macaroni;  GS- 
LB,LH,VT-pig  out ! ;6/ 19/ 82  -Sweet  16  KS-again  you  were  terrific  and  made  my  night  complete;  daily  bus  rides  with  my  Fags- 
choc.  cream  eggs  and  luv-MW,LH;  get  off  the  bottle  KS;  Kaluah  and  milk  4-ever;  Stratford-it  smells  rm.  Ill  CB,  KC,  LH; 
grad  ’83-H  de  la  M!;  CL-thanks!;  SuperFreak-MS;thanks  M  +  D!; 


LR-thanks  for  the  guidance-you  showed  you  care.  I  luv  ya!  SR-you’re  the  best-thanks!  I  luv  ya! 

Thru  the  yrs.-l  luv  ya,  you’ve  all  been  great  LH,MW,LB,DE,VT,MS-ln  the  moments  when  I  reflect/upon  the  things  in  life 
that  bring  me  pleasure/you  come  to  mind;  KS-Ziggy  and  I  luv  ya-you’re  my  best  Friend. 


I'm  taking  the  time  to  Find/some  new  roads  into  my  mind/discoverin’  things  and  given’  them  wings/lt’s  time  this  boy  learned 
to  fly. 

Dave  Mason 
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Homo  doctus  in  se  semper  divilias  habet. 

-Phaedrus 

Since  Grade  3,  Melodie  has  worked  hard  continuously  in  all  she  does.  In  her  effort,  she  has  succeeded  and  has  maintained  a 
high  academic  average.  Her  cheeriness  and  laughter  have  added  much  to  our  class.  Melodie  has  participated  in  many  activities, 
such  as  basketball  and  debate,  and  her  love  for  music  has  been  shown  through  her  performances  on  the  piano  and  her  par¬ 
ticipation  in  the  choir.  Melodie  has  been  a  definite  asset  to  the  class  and  we  wish  her  all  the  best  in  the  future!  -WH 

Fond  memories  of:  HP-Tweety  ...  Quadratic  formula  ...  $7.50  (PB  no.)  ...  KC-Stop!  in  the  name  of  love  ...  Buba  ...  rapping 
on  staffroom  door  ...  Quebec  spring  ’82  ...  Good  King  Wenceslas  ...  IT  thought  for  the  day...  T.V.  celebrities  in  Gr.  5  ... 
Stratford  rm.  108  ...  Dust  collectors  ...  ski  carnivals  ...  cabin  in  the  woods  ...  RG  (1  love  men  in  uniform)  ...  Bazaars  ... 
Dopey  ...  Latin  exams  ...  Cotillion  ...  Socks  ...  TM-Schmelly  ...  Glee  Club  ...  Heron’s  formula  ...  don’t  drop  the  world!  ... 
PLINII! 

Many  thanks  to  the  terrific  students  and  marvellous  teachers  who  made  my  Study  years  so  memorable! 

...  how  long  it’s  been  since  yesterday,  what  about  tomorrow,  and  what  about  our  dreams  and  all  the  memories  we  share. 

-John  Denver 
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“Life  is  short;  live  it  up!” 

N.Y.  Times 

Stratford  ’82,  room  112;  hot  banana  peppers;  Bolshoi-WH  won!  This  isss  Msss  Biggsss!  Thirsty  Boot-MW-are  you  a  zombie?- 
mongloid  eggs  w/HP;  move  out-MW,CC;  Super  Freak-HR;  OJ  500  w/LH;  want  to  buy  a  450SEL-MW?  China  w/CB-the 
resident  cynic;  Africa  +  3’s  Co.  w/HR  +  KS;  RHPS  w/KC,CC,MW,AD;  Lincoln  Airways-AD!  2/4/82  w/HR-lhan  x!  The 
Ball  ’82  w/CC,MW-what  a  joke,  but  the  wine  was  a  good  year-ha!!  Otay  Bunweet-Kewit  Wussel  w/MW!!  Corny  movies  + 
dog  food  modelling  w/HR!  (I  always  did  like  Alpo!)  CC-don’t  forget  Orville!  Discos  in  the  car  w/AD,CC,MW;  Crashing 
teachers’  Xmas  Bash-HP,CC,MW;  Tweety;  Blithe  Spirit;  CC-Robert-french?  shake  your  mind-CC,MW;  Fluffernutters-HR, 
LH;  Street  fair  w/MW-don’t  you  wish  you  had  one?!  Helium!!  D’s  party  w/CC,AD,KC,CR-9  people,  $1000  fine!  TM-we’ll 
always  remember  the  DJ  and  Joe!!  DS  -  thanks  for  trying  to  get  him  to  dance! 

HR,  MW,  CC,  AD,  JP,  +  CB:  1  know  they  always  say  old  friends  are  the  best;  I  can’t  call  you  old,  but  you  certainly  are 
the  best!!! 

“So  if  you  think  your  life  is  complete  confusion 
Cause  you  never  win  the  game 
Just  remember  it’s  a  grand  illusion 
And  deep  inside  we’re  all  the  same.” 

-Styx 

“Time  passes  much  too  quickly  when  we’re  together  laughing.” 

-Chicago 
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"I  am  sorry  for  any  man  who  has  not  the  imagination  to  spell  a  word  two  ways.” 


On  certain  mornings  one  will  often  hear  the  clinking  of  money  coming  from  the  vicinity  of  Elizabeth.  This  will  mean  that 
Tuckshop  has  been  especially  successful  if  not  a  little  trying  (“This  girl  gave  me  a  dollar  in  pennies!")  After  counting  her 
“gold”  she  will  be  off  to  choir  to  sing  (?)  (“My  throat’s  sore  too!”)  and  to  perform  her  duties  as  choir  president  ("Stop 
talking  you  guys!”).  She  excels  athletically  as  well  as  academically  as  a  definite  asset  to  the  soccer  (“Get  that  ball!”)  and 
basketball  teams  as  well  as  pursuing  numerous  extracurricular  activities. 


Her  time  is  now  up  at  The  Study,  but  it  certainly  has  been  well  spent, 
best  of  luck  in  the  future. 


We’ll  miss  that  wicked  wit  and  we  wish  her  all  the 


A.B. 


Boris  ...  EG  ...  The  Who  ...  Movies  with  PB  ...  Toronto  Flexible?  ...  Who  said  anything  about  sleep?  ...  Sleep!  ...  PB-The 
plumber  of  Stratford  ...  The  silent  back  of  the  classroom  with  AB  ...  Corner  of  Clarke  and  Anworth  with  CR  at  sub-zero 
temperatures  ...  Sidewalks  ...  Future  plans  in  grade  four  ...  Phone  marathons  with  AB  ...  “Open  mouth  insert  foot”  ... 
Breaking  a  pole  first  time  skiing  ...  Turnip  ...  Whirlwind  ... 


Thanks  to  everyone  for  making  the  years  terrific! 


Marnie  Waxman  1976-1983 


“I’m  so  glad  we  had  this  time  together 
Just  to  have  a  laugh  or  sing  a  song 
Seems  we  just  get  started  and  before  you  know  it 
Comes  the  time  we  have  to  say  so  long.” 

Stratford  '82,  room  112,  Bolshoi,  Banana  peppers,  mmm!  Camp  of  Champions  ’81-82.  Good  times  with  PS,DZ,HB,TB,- 
AK;  TP’s  bathroom  with  HP,  GS  at  HR’s-lhanks  LH;  stop  stops  (Kiki  +  MS);  Deinde;  gone  gone  gone  with-Kiki;  GS  with 
HR  +  KS  in  Honda,  Morty  my  main  man-HR  +  HP;  HR’s  wild  bashes-stitches;  Loveboat  cruises  with  MS,  helium  from 
Balloon  Boutique;  Phone  calls  from  DZ  at  2:30,  Get  off  the  bottle  KS;  Florida  with  RS,  Who  Concert  with  PR-Trent 
University.  Studying  for  Latin  matric  with  HR;  Fuzzy  dice-move  out,  OJ  500  in  Subaru,  stale  stash,  rock  at  Bob  Dylan- 
KC  +  HR,  Halloween  111,  obnoxious  bus  rides  with  HR  +  LH;  Mercedes  Benz,  Rocky  Horror  munchies;  Hey  Hey  we’re  the 
Monkees,  Twist  and  Shout,  caps  at  SB’s  party;  Cadbury  eggs,  pranks,  come  sail  away,  Allah-  Ich  ni  sun  chi;  Thirsty  Boot- 
Zombies;  The  Boss-B.T.R.,  Nerd,  crashing  Staff  Christmas  Party  ’82  with  MS.CC.HP;  Mets  games,  Otay  Buwie,  coow  it 
Wussel,  Blithe  Spirit;  exotic  drinks  with  PR  at  JT’s.  P.P. -those  who  messed  my  hair. 


“And  the  good  times  are  the  best  times,  the  bad  times  fade 
away.  The  good  times  are  forever,  but  now  baby,  the  last 
time  is  today.” 

J.  Geils 


“So  on  and  on  I  go,  the  seconds  tick  the  time  out,  there’s 
so  much  left  to  know,  and  I’m  on  the  road  to  find  out.” 

Cat  Stevens 

“Sail  away,  away-Ripples  never  come  back-Gone  to  the 
other  side.  Sail  away,  away.” 

Genesis 

I  want  to  thank  all  my  friends  for  everything  they’ve  done  and  for  giving  me  the  memories  that  we  share-  Wax 
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“Welcome  to  my  neighbourhood!” 


“I  live  for  lunch!” 


“Noway!” 


“1  hate  exam  time.” 


“1  can’t  believe  Karen  left  John 
for  Chris!” 


“Look  Ma  -  no  cavities!” 


Winning  isn’t  everything. 


“I  know  what  it  is  -  what  do  I  do 
with  it?” 
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“Put  that  shoe  back  on!” 
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Head  Girl 


After  twelve  years  at  The  Study,  Cynthia  (alias  Bush)  has  travelled  the  long  road 
from  kindergarten  to  Head  Girl  of  the  school.  Her  innovative  and  enthusiastic 
organization  lay  behind  many  successful  events  such  as  the  Bazaar,  the  Cotillion 
and  the  ski  trip.  In  school,  her  quiet  dignified  presence  was  an  example  to  us  all 
(...  most  of  the  time).  Bush’s  prefect  lunches  on  Fridays  instead  of  meetings  after 
school  were  successful  in  bringing  the  school  together  to  voice  its  collective 
opinions.  This  made  things  run  more  smoothly  (...  a  lot  of  the  time). 


Thanks  a  million,  Bush,  from  all  of  us  -  Good  Luck!  We’ll 
miss  you  ...  all  of  the  time! 

Alleged  member  of  the  fearsome  five  turned  responsible  ... 
“prefects  have  an  important  job!”  -  “How  many  people 
are  taking  early  soup  and  milk??”  ...  Bazaar  (Mickey 
Mouse)  ...  “Act  like  a  Head!”  ...  prefect  lunches  ...  “Does 
anyone  have  suggestions,  complaints  -  observations, 
maybe?”  ...  Cotillion  or  no  cotillion?  ...  QUAIS  meetings 
...  Prefect  Pigs  -  munch,  munch!  ...  those  future  “events” 

-  Good  Luck! 


Prefects 


With  so  many  committees  to  do  the  various  jobs  of  the  sixth 
form,  one  often  wonders  what  purpose  the  Prefects  serve.  To 
be  a  prefect,  however,  is  more  than  just  an  honour,  it’s  a  duty 
that  should  be  taken  seriously.  As  Prefects,  we  must  be  ready 
and  willing  to  represent  our  school  at  any  given  time.  Our  main 
task  is  to  try  and  keep  the  school  together  and  interested  in 
what  the  other  classes  are  doing.  This  year,  we  have  planned  a 
great  deal  of  activities  to  keep  school  spirit  at  a  peak.  Some 
examples  of  this  would  be  the  school  computer  week  and  the 
science  fair.  Once  again,  the  Prefects  organized  our  “new” 
tradition,  the  Cotillion  which  was  a  great  success.  This  has 
been  a  happy  and  enjoyable  year.  Good  luck  to  next  year’s 
Prefects! 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Alex  Ballard,  Wendy  Harper,  Andy  Dingle, 
Cinthia  Bushell,  Olivia  Sampson,  Cinthia  Carrique,  Mandy  Sutter. 
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Treasurer’s  Report 

Through  the  school’s  donations  this  year,  we  were  able  to  help  many  less 
fortunate  people,  both  here  in  Canada  and  abroad. 

We  gave  a  donation  of  two  thousand  dollars  to  the  Miriam  School  for 
Special  Children  from  money  raised  at  the  Bazaar. 

We  collected  money  for  Centraide  through  a  penny  drive  in  December. 
Throughout  the  year,  I  issued  special  collections  for  different  charities. 
Among  these  were  the  Tiny  Tim  Fund,  USC,  Youth  Horizons,  UNICEF, 
and  others. 

We  are  still  sponsoring  our  foster  child,  Jin  Moon  Han,  in  Korea.  Through 
our  donations,  he  has  been  able  to  complete  his  education  in  physical 
training  at  high  school.  He  is  a  cyclist. 

I  would  like  to  thank  everybody  at  school  who  helped  raise  money  for  these 
various  charities,  and  also  all  those  people  who  helped  me  “pinch  pennies’’ 
after  the  penny  drive. 

Miss  Rees  and  Mrs.  Ballantyne  deserve  a  special  thanks  for  always  being 
there  to  open  up  the  safe! 


Thanks  again, 
Kirstie 


Merry  Christmas 

Well,  it  was  a  good  time  to  say  the  least  -  first  of  all 
we  all  sang  Christmas  carols  and  then  on  to  the  talent 
show  -  and  what  a  show,  from  little  kids  to  VERY  big 
kids,  the  acts  were  great.  The  teacher  debate  put  a 
new  light  onto  Santa’s  diet  plans  and  then  we  had  the 
traditional  singing  of  Good  King  Wenceslas  by 
Melodie  Schweitzer  and  Kate  Hallward.  Dinner  was 
served  with  great  cheers  and  then  the  great  man 
himself  appeared,  with  his  sack  full  of  goodies. 
When  the  last  child  left,  and  the  dinner  came  to  an 
end,  we  began  cleaning  up  and  Christmas  dinner  at 
The  Study  was  over  -  until  next  year ... 
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Beta  Lambda 


One  -  two  -  three  -  four 
Three  -  two  -  one  -  four 
Who  for?  What  for? 

Who’re  you  going  to  cheer  for? 

Cheer  for  the  greatest, 

Cheer  for  the  best, 

Cheer  for  Beta  Lambda 
’Cause  we’re  better  than  the  rest! 

This  has  definitely  been  one  of  Beta  Lambda’s  best 
years,  both  in  academics  and  sports.  Almost  every 
Friday  morning  in  prayers,  Mrs.  Scott  can  be  heard 
saying,  “...  and  the  winner  this  week,  with  100  ex- 
cellents,  no  rules,  no  detentions,  no  returns,  50  points 
on,  no  points  off,  for  a  magnificent  total  of  350 
points,  is  Beta  Lambda!”  (and  all  the  Beta  Lambdians 
applaud  wildly). 

We  achieved  all  our  successes  through  hard  work  and 
enthusiasm.  GOOD  LUCK  next  year,  guys,  and  keep 
up  the  good  work! 


Cee  Cee,  Alix,  Heather 


Delta  Beta 


“Delta  Beta,  not  of  pearls, 

Is  a  lace  of  lovely  girls! 

Delta  Beta  is  like  a  star 
Beams  of  light  all  we  are. 

Delta  Beta  is  the  best 

That  is  why  we  beat  the  rest!” 

By  Giulia  Galeotti,  Grade  Six. 

“If  anyone  ever  asks  you  “what”  or  “who”  Delta 
Beta  is  ...  just  answer  the  following: 

Delta  Beta  is  a  house  at  The  Study.  It  is  by  far  superior 
to  its  rivals  (i.e.  KP,  MG,  BL).  The  members  of  Delta 
Beta  can  be  easily  distinguished  from  members  of  other 
houses.  We  are  the  INTELLIGENT,  ATHLETIC  and 
ENTHUSIASTIC  ones  who  are  always  handing  in 
excellents  and  hardly  ever  getting  points  off.” 

Zoe  Creighton 

Way  to  go,  Delta  Beta,  with  your  great  spirit  and 
intellectual  potential  -  you’ll  always  succeed! 
Remember  -  February  is  Delta  Beta  Month! 

Taffy,  Kirstie  and  Marnie! 
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Kappa  Rho 


Although  Kappa  Rho  didn’t  come  out  on  top  this  year, 
the  team  of  ’82-’83  sure  proved  to  be  one  full  of  spirit, 
enthusiasm,  and  talent  (a  bunch  of  great  sportswomen, 
eh  Julie?).  Maybe  their  strength  was  due  to  great 
leadership  (ha,  ha,  ha)  but  this  is  highly  unlikely; 
Kappa  Rhoians  are  simply  self-motivated  while  working 
for  their  house.  The  super-supportive  group  showed  its 
sense  of  devotion  when  “jams  and  jellies”  and  the 
penny  drive  began.  KP  was  easily  victorious  in  these 
events  -  both  of  which  required  real  loyalty  to  the 
house.  Kappa  Rhoians  aren’t  just  pretty  faces!!! 

All  in  all,  KP  did  very  well  this  year  (we  didn’t  even 
come  last  in  inter-house  volleyball!).  Everyone  was 
shown  what  Kappa  Rhoians  are  capable  of.  Many 
thanks  to  the  house  advisors  for  helping  with  the 
success  of  the  house. 

Good  luck  next  year.  Remember:  yellow  and  green  are 
the  colors  of  champions!!! 

Hannah 

Marina 

Julie 


Mu  Gamma 


Mu  Gamma  is  off  to  a  great  start  this 
year  as  a  result  of  winning  the  volleyball 
and  prisoner  ball  inter-house  com¬ 
petitions.  Academically,  well,  what  can 
you  expect  from  a  bunch  of  jocks!! 
Keep  up  the  great  work  and  spirit.  Good 
luck  next  year. 


Andy,  Lisa,  Wendy. 
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Disney  World  or  The  Study? 


and  all  their  friends.  Tinkerbell  jailed  misbehaving  kids,  Minnie 
sold  her  preserves,  Robin  Hood  sold  raffle  tickets,  Daisy  sold  her 
baked  goods,  Jiminy  Cricket  tested  people’s  knowledge,  and  Puff 
sold  helium  balloons.  Upstairs,  Captain  Hook  spooked  everyone 
who  entered  his  ghost  ship  and  Goofy  entertained  movie-goers. 


Mickey’s  friends  were  there  to  help  the  Sixth  Form  raise  money  for 
the  Miriam  School’s  new  playground.  It  was  a  festive  occasion  and 
a  good  time  was  had  by  all. 
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Library 

STANDING,  Left  to  Right:  Melodie 
Schweitzer,  Elizabeth  Waterston,  Dawn 
Hinchey,  Alix  Ballard,  Cynthia  Ross, 
Heather  McDowell. 

SEATED:  Fiorella  Fiore,  Patty  Beck,  Sarah 
Allen. 


This  was  the  first  year  in  the  new  library,  so  as  was  to  be  expected  it  was 
a  trifle  hectic  at  first;  but  thanks  to  Mrs.  Vivian’s  experience  and 
organisation,  our  beautiful  and  spacious  library  was  soon  put  into 
working  order. 

The  members  of  the  Library  Committee  composed  of  “brilliant”  girls 
from  grades  10-11  contributed  vastly  by  arriving  at  Break  (usually)  to 
survey,  give  aid  and  control  any  unforeseen  hostilities. 

In  general  one  could  say  that  this  year  has  been  quite  successful  and  all 
have  enjoyed  the  use  of  our  library. 


Debate 
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There  are  those  among  the  secondary  school  who  can  argue  non-stop,  usually  win,  and  never,  never  get  nervous 
while  speaking  in  front  of  a  crowd.  These  are  our  debaters.  Every  Tuesday  at  lunchtime  they  meet  in  the  library  to 
speak  in  favour  of,  or  in  opposition  to  a  topic.  They  are  always  prepared,  and  the  heckles  are  always  funny. 

This  year  we  debated  parliamentary  and  academic  style,  and  revived  cross-examination  style  as  well.  More  debaters 
were  actually  debating  each  week,  and  with  a  lot  of  excellent  participation  our  team  is  one  to  be  reckoned  with. 

Special  thanks  to  Mr.  Hamilton,  Mme.  Jothy,  and  Ms.  Kirkpatrick. 
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Debbie,  Leslie. 


Choir 


This  summer  the  Senior  Choir  has  grown  in 
terms  of  numbers.  It  is  now  thirty-eight 
voices  strong.  In  November,  the  Trillium 
and  Senior  Choirs  attended  the  Private 
School  Music  Festival  held  at  Trafalgar 
School.  The  band  and  choirs  of  the  eight 
other  schools  were  enjoyed  by  all. 

As  usual  the  Christmas  Concert  was  a  great 
success,  ending  formidably  with  “Adeste 
Fideles”. 

The  trip  to  Toronto  was  the  highlight  of  the 
year  and  a  tremendous  success. 


Elizabeth. 
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Entertainment 


“Fun,  Spirit  and  a  heck  of  a  good  time  for 
all”  -  That  was  our  motto  for  1982-83. 

We  started  off  the  year  slowly  with  the  sale  of 
movie  and  dance  tickets,  but  things  really 
picked  up  around  Christmas  with  the  talent 
show  and  Christmas  dinner,  where  the  school 
gazed  in  awe  and  laughed  uproariously  as 
Baby  Christiani,  Rock  n’  Roll  Vivian  and  the 
rest  of  their  crowd  stepped  onto  the  stage. 

Overall  the  year  was  a  big  success.  Good  luck 
to  next  year’s  “fortunate”  organizers! 

Taffy 

Hannah 

Lisa 


Grad  Committee 


“Let’s  groove  tonight.” 

May  20,  1983  brought  The  Study  graduating  Class 
of  1983  to  Hotel  de  la  Montagne  for  a  wild 
evening.  It  started  out  great  and  got  even  better 
as  the  night  went  on.  We  want  to  remember  those 
nerve-wracking  days  when  we  all  thought  we’d  go 
stag  to  our  grad.  We  want  to  thank  the  class  for 
being  so  supportive  -  hope  you  had  fun  and  that 
it  was  a  memorable  night  for  all. 

“Hey,  Hey  we’re  the  monkeys, 

People  say  we  monkey  around 
We’re  too  busy  singing 
To  put  anybody  down.” 
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Sewing 


First  Study  Fashion  Show 

Last  year  saw  the  introduction  of  sewing  as  part  of  the  curriculum 
for  classes  from  Grade  5  up.  These  classes,  which  took  place  at  the 
end  of  the  school  day,  were  conducted  by  Ms.  Benjamin  with  the 
valuable  help  of  Mrs.  Faith.  Students  enjoyed  themselves  while 
learning  a  very  useful  skill  and  many  of  them  showed  a  quite 
remarkable  talent  with  some  even  producing  their  own  designs.  The 
whole  school  was  treated  to  a  display  of  some  of  the  garments 
made  at  a  fashion  show  held  in  the  multi-purpose  room  in  May. 
Grade  5  girls  provided  the  decorations  and  the  students  used  their 
own  write-ups  with  sometimes  hilarious  results!  Shown  are 
Samantha  Hayes,  Kate  Fraser,  Heather  Trott  and  Julie  Bushell. 


Tuckshop 

LEFT  TO  RIGHT: 
Elizabeth  Waterston 
Jennifer  Nemeth 
Susan  Brinker 


The  Lighter  Side 
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Graduating  Class 


I  loved  the  apple-sweetness  of  the  air 
And  pines  that  settled  slanting  on  the  hill, 

Indians  old  and  soft  with  needles  there, 

Where  once  we  stood,  and  both  so  strangely  still. 

We  must  have  surely  known  what  other  days 
Would  come  in  other  flaming  autumn’s  flame. 

And  even  though  we  walk  through  different  ways 
To  different  hills,  that  hill  remains  the  same. 

Watch  every  splendor,  envy  all  the  sky, 

But  recognize  the  days  we  knew,  and  hear 
The  simple  sounds  we  heard.  As  birds  that  fly 
Southward  to  warmth,  we  shall  come  back  one  year. 
The  little  teeth  of  time  will  make  no  mark 
On  any  stone,  on  any  leaf  or  bark. 


Owen  Dodson. 
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Secondary  IV 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Francesca  Travers,  Heather  Trott,  Stacy  Hreno,  Julie  Bushell,  Diana  Walls,  Natalie 
Lerch,  Anouk  Looten,  Vicki  Angel,  Fiona  Wright,  Fiorella  Fiore,  Sarah  Allan.  FRONT  ROW:  Heather  McDowell,  Debbie  Shatia, 
Caroline  Otto,  Dawn  Hinchey,  Lenore  Notkin,  Leslie  Paris,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough. 


Secondary  III 


STANDING,  Left  to  Right:  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Zoe  Creighton,  Leith  Blachford,  Tania  Martin,  Tara  Siev,  Beverly  Johnson,  Jennifer 
Byers,  Carolyn  Nelham,  Andrea  Robinson.  KNEELING:  Rachel  De  Salis,  Michele  Cohen,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Sharon  Saleh,  Ellen 
Penner,  Carey  Evans,  Gillian  Riley,  Ruby  Koutoulogenis.  SITTING:  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Sandy  McCall,  Leslie-Ann  Chang,  Karyn 
Arthur,  Paulana  Layman. 


Even  though  we  left  our  mark  in  the  hearts  (and 
throats!)  of  our  teachers,  we  will  always  remember: 
The  Cotillion!;  Romeo  and  Juliet;  Monday  mornings; 
Winds  of  War;  “test?!”;  Greene  Ave.;  “extensions”; 
M.R.I.;  Dynasty;  You  dropped  a  bomb  on  me;  One  on 
One;  Friday  afternoons;  G.Q.;  THE  WHO;  Jane 
Fonda’s  workout;  overdue  library  books;  Saturday 
nights;  school  lunch;  le  Geem;  Quvetch!;  Knot’s 
Landing;  Fame;  Simon  and  Garfunkle;  All  My 


Children;  Neat;  WAR!!!;  Bangles;  It’s  a  THEOREM; 
it’s  there!!;  Happy  History  Hour;  Leslie  Sloate; 
telephone  calls  with  T.  and  B.;  Diet,  How  many 
calories?;  KIWI  FRUIT;  “Grade  nine  syndrome”; 
Narcissus  Hair;  Toronto-Hitch  hiker;  Davie-Doo;  Ca 
put  dans  la  classe;  Worldwide  need-underwear!;  Babe; 
EARTWORM;  M*A*S*H  -sniff!!;  French  Lunch??; 
“Don’t  talk  girls!” 
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Secondary  II 
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BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Gillian  Phillips,  Caroline  Eberts,  Megan  McConnell,  Samantha  Mason,  Jennifer 
Gibson,  Samantha  Porteous,  Rachel  Yates,  Jonet  Webster,  Elsa  Komaroff,  Vanessa  Gillespie,  Rona  Gomel.  KNEELING:  Roben 
Stikeman,  Tina  Sadek,  Katie  Chao,  Josephine  de  Bono,  Carmen  Picciotto,  Samantha  Hayes,  Sabrina  Leigh,  Christian  Borntraeger, 
Sharmelle  Shapiro.  SITTING:  Jessica  Rubinger,  Whitney  Ashby,  Janet  Faith,  Alexandra  Guthrie. 


Secondary  I 


STANDING,  Left  to  Right:  Wendy  Chiu,  Jennifer  Engels,  Kim  Lerch,  Sara  Bradeen,  Margaret  Bentley,  Trevi  Berretta,  Emily-Jane 
Marshall,  Kate  Fraser,  Arabella  Decker,  Sarah  Lank,  Felicite  Mackay,  Vivian  Welch.  KNEELING:  Lisa  Vineberg,  Lisa  Ransome, 
Shierly  Armanious,  Kim  Cook,  Lori  Ann  Marchitello,  Maria  Tratt,  Tamara  Gitto,  Gillian  Wansbrough.  SITTING:  Stephanie 
Marshall,  Nadine  Grunberg,  Sharon  Mashaal,  Alexandra  Yaphe,  Martha  McCall,  Liane  Tabah.  ABSENT:  Carolyn  Drouin. 


AMBITION 

Shierly  -  Multi  Millionaire 
Margaret  -  Basketball 
Player 

Trevi  -  Orthopaedic 
Surgeon 

Sara  -  Olympic  swimmer 

Wendy  -  Lawyer 

Kim  C.  -  Artist 

Arabella  -  Scientist 

Carolyn  -  Doctor 

Jen  -  Comedienne  Surgeon 

Kate  -  Doctor 

Tamara  -  Olympic  skier 

Nadine  -  Dentist 

Sarah  -  Doctor 

Kim  L.  -  Painter 


PROBABLE 
DESTINATION 
Plumber 
Water  girl 

Helper  in  plaster  cast  room 

Pool  cleaner 

Office  girl 

Artist’s  model 

Test  tube  collector 

Star  on  General  Hospital 

Blood  donor 

Nurse 

Ski  race  commentator 
False  teeth  manufacturer 
Patient 
Paint  mixer 


Martha  -  Olympic  diver 
Felicite  -  Horse  trainer 
Lori  -  Teacher 
Emily  -  Cruise  director 
Stephanie  -  Oceano¬ 
grapher 

Sharon  -  Dancer 
Lisa  R.  -  Botanist 
Liane  -  Ski  racer 
Maria  -  Surgeon 
Lisa  U.  -  Real  estate  agent 
Gillian  -  Computer 
programmer 
Vivian  -  Politician 
Ali  -  Architect 


Cliff  diver 
Jockey 

Blackboard  Eraser 
Captain  of  a  rubber  dinghy 
Shell  collector 

Star  on  Fame 
Florist 
Ski  bum 
Bedpan  washer 
Doll  house  saleslady 
Fischer-Price  saleslady 

Preacher 

Birdhouse  designer 
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Grade  6 


BACK  ROW:  Miranda  Mok,  Miranda  Duffy,  Tanya  Razek,  Anik  Benard,  Miriam  Tratt,  Valerie  Burman,  Kathy  Molnar,  Genie  Cortez, 
Claudia  Spalding,  Helen  Theoharis,  Daphne  Maravei.  SECOND  ROW:  Wendy  Charlap,  Claude  Saleh,  Katherine  Price,  Samantha 
Hoare,  Katherine  O’Brien,  Lianne  Dorrance,  Tina  Jensen,  Elise  Johnston,  Anna  Berlyn.  FIRST  ROW:  Carla  Guttmann,  Annabel 
Soutar,  Lynn  Bushell,  Erika  Flores,  Natasha  Dupont,  Giulia  Galeotti,  Anne  Heenan. 


Favorite  Expressions  of  Grade  Six: 


Lynn:  “You  scum-bucket” 

Annabel:  “Spare  me  the  details.” 

Erika:  “Use  your  brain.” 

Carla:  “Dream  on” 

Miranda  D.:  “You  Turkey!” 

Miranda  M.:  “Mok  my  words” 

Genie:  “No  offence  But  ...!” 

Helen:  “You  wish!” 

Tanya:  “No  Kidding” 

Samantha:  “What  time  is  it?!” 

Elise:  “Fur-Foof” 

Anna:  “Yo!” 

Giulia:  “Who  cares  -  It’s  not  my  problem” 
Anik:  “Blank!” 


Anne:  “You’re  Doingy” 

Katherine  P.:  “What  is  your  problem?” 
Katherine  O.B.:  “Thanks  a  lot,  Really!” 
Kathy:  “Poo-poo  Brain” 

Valerie:  “Sure,  sure,  sure” 

Daphine:  “Oh  Lordy,  Lordy,  Lordy.” 
Miriam:  “Fudge!” 

Claude:  !? 

Tina:  “OK  People” 

Li-Ann:  “Crazy-man  Crazy” 

Wendy:  “Amazing” 

Natasha:  “Impossible” 

Claudia:  “You  Guys!” 

Mme  Roy:  “Tesez-vous” 


Grade  5 


STANDING:  Sarah  Musgrave,  Natalie  Gitto,  Ginevra  Bramble,  Mary  Fraser,  April  Wisdom,  Felicia  Matthews,  Maryam  Wazirzada, 
Nazira  Arma,  Julie  Azeff,  Heidi  Kaulbach.  KNEELING:  Sandra  Welch,  Chantal  Rose,  Danielle  Dolisie,  Arwen  Chenery,  Victoria 
Klisivitch,  Supoorna  Chattopadhyay,  Victoria  Price,  Katherine  Yaphe.  SITTING:  Kate  Hallward,  Holly  Commeford,  Tanya  Hatton, 
Jenny  Landau. 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE: 

Nazira:  Messy? 

Julie:  A  slow  worker? 
Arwen:  With  short  hair? 
Holly:  Bad  tempered? 
Tanya:  Fat? 

Jenny:  Noisy? 

Jane:  Mean? 

Felicia:  Short? 

Chantal:  A  bad  drawer? 
Ali:  Tall? 

Kate:  With  straight  hair? 
Mary:  With  curly  hair? 


Katherine:  Bad  at  gym? 
Supoorna:  Getting  bad  marks? 
Natalie:  Late? 

Heidi:  With  blonde  hair? 
Ginevra:  With  dark  brown  hair? 
Maryam:  With  freckles? 

Victoria  P.:  Not  reading? 
Victoria  K.:  Yelling? 

Sarah:  A  messy  writer? 

Danielle:  Not  going  to  Stowe? 
Sandra:  Bossy? 

April:  Selfish? 
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Grade  4 


SITTING:  Rebeka  Krasny,  Paulina  Flores,  Kim  Ryan,  Kate  Gordon,  Katie  Davidman,  Lisa  Pascal,  Francesca  Bolza.  LEFT  ROW, 
STANDING,  Left  to  Right:  Lynn  Grunberg,  Nathalie  Prosser,  Jennifer  White,  Jenny  Calder,  Vivian  Schupp,  Stephanie  Canci, 
Marion  Nader,  Catherine  Saucier.  RIGHT  ROW,  STANDING:  Cynthia  McCurdy,  Fiona  Macaulay,  Andrea  Molnar,  Natalie 
Molson,  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton,  Kathryn  Bliss. 


GRADE  4 


Great  fun 

Really  reasonable 

Absolutely  A-l 

Delightfully  funny 

Enjoyably  energetic 

Fantastically  fast 

Openly  enthusiastic 

Up  and  coming 

Respectful  and  reliable 

IN  OTHER  WORDS  WE’RE  NO.  1!!! 


AGING  GRACEFULLY 


Her  wrinkled,  once  delicately  smooth  hand  slowly  moved  towards  the  crystal  vase.  The  vase  held  a  brittle 
brown  stem  (with  the  occasional  thorn.)  She  held  up  the  crystal  vase  to  the  rising  sun  letting  the  white  light 
break  into  brilliant  colors  hitting  the  opposing  wall.  Her  light  blue  eyes  stared  into  the  crystal  vase  as  she  fell 
into  a  deep  trance. 

On  this  day  awhile  back  she  had  become  a  lady.  Her  life  had  been  like  the  crystal  vase.  She  had  been  a  blank 
young  girl  until  she  was  exposed  to  the  light.  Then,  she  expressed  so  many  beautiful  emotions.  The  beginning 
of  her  becoming  a  lady  was  when  her  beau  had  given  her  a  white  rose.  As  he  gave  it  to  her  he  had  said,  “Live 
like  a  rose,  and  give  everyone  joy  by  your  sweetness  and  beauty.  This  white  rose  symbolizes  innocence  which  is 
your  present  stage  in  life.  However,  just  as  this  rose  will  bloom,  so  will  you  flourish  into  a  beautiful  woman. 
Whoever  picks  the  red  rose  of  love  and  gives  it  to  you  will  be  the  right  man.  He  must  press  the  rose  to  assure 
your  everlasting  love  and  beauty.” 

Many  men  fell  in  love  with  this  flower.  Yet,  very  few  men  had  the  courage  to  pick  the  red  rose.  She  loved  only 
one  of  the  men  who  tried  to  pluck  the  rose.  Unfortunately,  the  young  man  whom  she  loved  was  injured  by  the 
evil  thorns.  Yet,  it  was  not  his  hand  which  had  been  hurt,  but  his  heart  which  had  been  stabbed  by  its  spikes 
and  was  bleeding  internally.  Why  did  her  beau  not  tell  her  that  the  rose  had  thorns  which  would  hurt  the  ones 
she  loved? 

While  the  rose  petals  fell  off  one  by  one  she  grew  older  and  began  to  lose  her  beauty.  Had  she  used  her  beauty 
to  its  full  extent  rather  than  her  thorns  she  might  have  bloomed  into  a  beautiful  wife.  Even  the  sweetest  and 
most  beautiful  rose  has  its  thorns.  Unfortunately  her  thorns  were  more  wicked  than  those  of  others  and,  in 
consequence,  hurt  the  one  she  loved. 

She  sighed  while  her  face  turned  bright  red  and  her  body  shook  terribly.  As  the  fury  and  disappointment  built 
up  she  threw  the  vase  on  the  floor.  It  lay  scattered  there  broken  into  tiny  pieces.  The  stem  lay  there  having  no 
petals  only  thorns.  She  got  up  and  while  walking  to  the  door  stepped  on  the  dead  stem,  crushing  it.  She  looked 
back  and  thought  how  can  the  beauty  of  a  rose  grow  to  be  loved  by  all  when  it  hinders  people  from  touching  it 
using  the  thorns  as  a  weapon.  She  threw  her  hands  towards  the  crushed  stem  and  screamed;  “Everyone  has 
thorns,  so  help  me  God:  how  can  anyone  age  gracefully?” 


Francesca  Travers  Secondary  IV 
Senior  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 


Middle  school  Christmas  artwork. 
Photo:  Mr.  Tomczck. 


AGING  GRACEFULLY 


Chantal  Rose 
Grade  Five. 


that  are  acceptable  to  human  beings,”  she  said  firmly. 


At  four  years  old,  I  was  hardly  a  child  who  could 
be  categorized  as  polite,  quiet  and  charming,  let 
alone  graceful,  but  I  was  happy.  Coming  home 
with  a  muddy  face,  skinned  knees,  and 
dishevelled  hair  seemed  perfectly  normal  to  me,  as 
did  running  into  the  house  and  singing  my  latest 
rhyme  at  the  top  of  my  lungs.  I  never  thought 
twice  about  relating  stories  of  mud  fights  with  a 
mouth  stuffed  full  with  mushed  banana.  My 
mother  seldom  scolded  me  for  acting  in  such  a 
way;  after  all,  I  was  only  a  child.  Unfortunately, 
these  carefree  days  were  rudely  interrupted  by  the 
announcement  of  my  grandmother’s  prospective 
visit. 

It  was  just  after  my  fifth  birthday  that  I  was  told 
my  grandmother  would  be  coming  to  stay  with  us 
for  a  while.  My  first  reaction  was  one  of  ex¬ 
citement,  as  I  had  never  met  a  real,  live,  old  lady 
before.  My  excitement  soon  faded  when  my 
mother  announced  her  plans. 

‘‘It  is  time  for  you  to  grow  up  and  learn  habits 


I  could  not  comprehend  how,  suddenly,  having  aged  one  year,  I  became  too  old  to  get  dirty,  too  old  to  mess 
up  the  house,  or  too  old  to  eat  with  my  fingers. 


The  next  day,  I  was  given  my  first  lessons  in  how  to  ‘‘age  gracefully”,  as  my  mother  put  it,  from  four  to  five 
years  old.  All  the  habits  that  had  been  perfectly  normal  to  me  before,  suddenly  became  ungraceful  and 
childish.  It  became  time  for  me  to  act  like  a  graceful  human  being  and  not  like  the  ‘‘little  beast”  that  I  had 
begun  to  be  called. 


My  first  ‘‘graceful  lesson”,  as  I  called  it,  was  about  acting  politely  at  the  table.  Talking  with  my  mouth  full 
was  outlawed.  As  my  mouth  was  almost  always  full,  it  seemed  that  I  would  be  doomed  to  silent  meals  forever. 
I  was  forced  to  use  soap  and  to  clean  under  my  fingernails,  and  before  meals,  I  was  given  the  dreaded  hand 
check.  This  hand  washing  ritual  may  have  kept  me  from  eating  germs,  but  the  bathroom  suffered  by  being  left 
covered  with  grimy  hand  prints  and  soggy,  muddy  towels. 

The  worst  lesson  that  I  was  forced  to  endure  involved  enrollment  in  ballet  classes.  The  aim  of  these  lessons  was 
obviously  to  improve  my  slouching  posture  and  to  provide  me  with  elegance  and  grace.  I  managed  only  to 
become  penguin-footed  and  scraped  from  tripping  on  loose  ballet  shoes. 


On  recommendation  of  a  friend,  my  mother  bought  a  cat,  hoping  that  I  would  learn  from  its  graceful  manner 
and  general  cleanliness.  The  effect  was  totally  the  opposite  of  what  my  mother  had  expected.  I  learned  from  it 
only  those  habits  she  considered  bad,  such  as  chasing  balls,  climbing  trees,  and  tearing  up  paper. 

On  the  whole,  after  four  weeks  of  dreaded  lessons  that  were  often  avoided  by  hiding,  I  had  made  little  progress 
in  becoming  more  elegant.  In  fact,  I  had  become  more  of  a  ‘‘little  beast”  than  ever  before. 


My  failure  at  being  graceful  was  confirmed  the  day  my  grandmother  arrived.  Slouching,  shoeless,  and  dirty,  I 
greeted  her  with  a  hole  in  the  knee  of  my  brand  new  tights.  Then,  to  my  mother’s  horror,  after  an  unsuccessful 
attempt  at  making  polite  conversation,  the  cat  and  I  succeeded  in  tripping  my  grandmother  as  she  walked  down 
the  hall. 

I  had  failed  all  attempts  at  aging  gracefully  and  hoped  my  mother  would  finally  leave  me  in  peace.  Perhaps, 
after  a  few  more  years  of  ungracefulness  and  disgrace,  I  might  consider  leaving  the  sandbox  and  becoming  a 
polite,  charming,  graceful  human  being,  but,  somehow,  I  doubted  it  at  the  time. 

Marina  Klein,  Secondary  V 
Senior  Second  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition. 


HOW  MAN  GOT  HIS  NOSE 


Once  long  ago  there  lived  a  great  magician  named  Merlin.  He  knew  many  tricks,  and  loved  to  experiment  with  different 
creatures  to  make  new  spells.  Merlin  was  an  odd  looking  man.  He  had  a  long  white  beard  and  funny  glasses.  He  usually 
wore  a  long  blue  robe  and  matching  hat  which  had  white  stars  and  moons  on  it.  Merlin  must  seem  very  odd  to  you,  but 
his  people  are  even  more  bizarre.  They  had  trunks  for  noses,  and  walked  very  clumsily  because  their  trunks  were  so 
heavy;  but  Merlin  had  a  normal  nose  because  he  had  changed  it  with  his  magic  powers  when  he  was  younger.  Merlin 
would  not  even  change  his  peoples’  trunks  because  he  was  so  greedy. 

One  day  the  villagers  decided  to  find  out  how  Merlin  got  his  magic,  so  they  could  change  their  trunks  into  noses.  One 
man  said  that  Merlin  got  his  powers  from  his  hat  and  robe.  The  next  day  all  the  villagers  bought  the  same  robe  and  hat. 
Merlin  thought  that  this  was  very  strange,  but  had  let  them  buy  the  same  robe  and  hat  since  Merlin  did  not  know  what 
was  really  happening.  The  villagers  soon  found  out  that  the  magic  powers  did  not  come  from  the  robe  and  hat.  The  next 
suggestion  was  that  the  magic  powers  came  from  his  glasses.  Merlin  had  overheard  this  and  decided  to  teach  his  people  a 
lesson.  He  disguised  himself  as  a  merchant,  and  told  his  people  that  he  could  sell  them  magical  glasses.  The  people 
greedily  ran  up  to  the  merchant  and  bought  all  the  glasses.  Soon  the  villagers  had  discovered  that  the  glasses  made  them 
bump  and  crash  into  trees.  The  peoples’  trunks  became  very  sore,  and  they  all  ended  up  in  the  hospital  for  weeks.  But 
Merlin  had  also  helped  the  villagers’  noses  heal  since  he  was  soft-hearted  and  thought  that  his  people  looked  very  foolish 
walking  around  with  glasses  on  and  bumping  into  trees  with  their  trunks. 

That  is  how  man  got  his  nose,  and  if  you  want  to  know  how  Merlin  received  his  magic,  you  better  say  it  in  a  whisper 
because  he  might  hear  you  and  change  your  nose  into  a  trunk. 


CARLA  GUTTMANN 
Grade  5 


THE  BOX. 


You  sit 

ever  so  contentedly 
in  your  small  box 
lined  with  quilted  material 
♦  printed  with  rainbows  and  smiles. 

The  sun  shines  through 
those  cleverly  designed  slits 
that  seem  never  to  admit  the  rain. 

The  silver  cutlery 

lies  on  a  table  by  your  bed 

shining  brightly  in  the  never-fading  sun. 

Storms  pass  overhead 
but  the  soundproof  walls 
protect  your  ears  from 
the  deafening  roar  of  thunder. 

You  and  your  children 
live  happily  ever  after. 


Jennifer  Nemeth 
Secondary  V 


Lisa  Pascal,  Grade  Four 


SNOWFLAKES 

Flittering,  twittering, 
Shining  bright, 

These  are  the  snowflakes 
On  a  silver  night. 

Glimmering,  shimmering, 
What  a  beautiful  sight! 
Snowflakes  are  falling 
On  this  glorious  night. 

Falling,  falling, 
Downwards  they  glide 
Flipping  and  dancing, 
Softly  they  slide. 


Katherine  Yaphe,  Grade  5 


MY  SILLY  AUNTS 

If  ever  you  should  go  by  chance, 

To  Egypt,  the  States  or  France, 

Please  try  and  find  my  long-lost  Aunts, 
They  might  be  doing  a  Hula  dance, 
Eating  popcorn,  fish  and  fries; 
Whoever  finds  them  will  win  a  prize. 


Kate  Hallward,  Grade  5 


Chantal  Rose,  Grade  5 
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THE  STRANGER 

Trains  in  Europe  are  different  from  trains  in  North  America.  In  Europe  you  sit  in  a  compartment  which  is 
separated  from  a  long  corridor  by  a  sliding  glass  door. 

One  night  we  were  sitting  comfortably  in  our  deep  upholstered  seats  of  the  Trans-Europe-Express  which  was 
rushing  towards  the  border  of  Switzerland.  It  was  pitch  dark  outside,  and  only  once  in  a  while  a  bright  light  from 
along  the  railway  track  or  from  a  station  house  flashed  up  and  disappeared  again  as  quickly  as  it  had  come.  Only 
the  round,  blue  emergency  bulb  was  in  our  compartment,  which  made  everyone  sleepy  and  very  quiet.  The  train 
slowed  down  until  it  came  to  a  halt  in  a  railway  station.  Loud  talking  could  be  heard  and  the  sharp  sound  of  the 
train  conductor’s  whistle  gave  the  sign  of  the  departure  of  our  train. 

As  wheels  started  turning,  the  sliding  glass  door  opened  and  closed  quietly.  A  tall,  broad-shouldered  man,  all 
dressed  in  black,  with  a  long,  dark,  curly  beard  and  a  wide-rimmed,  black,  felt  hat  entered.  The  light  was  too  dim 
to  be  able  to  see  all  the  colour  of  his  eyes.  He  lifted  his  briefcase,  and  put  it  on  the  rack  above  his  seat.  Before  taking 
off  his  coat,  he  removed  a  folded  newspaper  from  his  pocket.  Then  he  sat  down  in  his  seat  next  to  the  window  and 
pulled  up  the  folding  table.  He  did  not  speak  a  word,  no  “hello”  and  no  “good  evening”,  but  his  eyes  examined 
each  of  the  passengers.  After  he  had  finished  doing  this  he  opened  up  his  enormous  newspaper  and  disappeared 
behind  it.  I  strained  my  eyes  and  bent  slightly  forward  to  get  a  glimpse  of  what  he  was  reading.  But  to  my  disap¬ 
pointment  I  found  myself  looking  at  a  strange  language  with  awkward  letters  which  I  had  never  seen  before.  Who 
could  the  mysterious  man  be,  I  wondered?  I  was  so  curious  to  find  out. 

Nobody  else  seemed  to  show  any  interest  in  him  at  all.  Very  suddenly  he  closed  his  newspaper,  dropped  it  on  the 
floor,  stood  up,  and  reached  for  his  briefcase.  He  opened  it  on  his  lap,  pulled  out  a  large  linen  napkin,  and  covered 
the  folding  table  with  it.  Then  he  took  a  small,  green  bottle,  which  he  placed  on  the  napkin.  I  moved  to  the  edge  of 
my  seat  in  order  not  to  miss  anything  he  did.  He  did  not  even  look  up  once.  Then  he  opened  the  green  bottle,  and  a 
wonderful  scent  reached  my  nose.  Suddenly,  feeling  very  sleepy,  I  moved  back  into  my  seat.  All  of  a  sudden,  a  loud 
noise,  like  a  distant  thunder,  made  me  think  that  the  train  was  entering  a  long,  dark  tunnel  where  the  lights  flicker 
and  the  air  gets  hot.  I  remember  the  opening  and  the  closing  of  suitcases,  moving  feet,  whispering,  the  conductor’s 
whistle,  a  cold  draft  of  air,  and  the  stopping  and  starting  of  the  train. 

When  I  woke  up  I  wasn’t  sure  anymore  if  the  green  bottle  and  the  strange  looking  man  were  part  of  a  dream.  He 
was  not  there  anymore,  neither  was  his  bottle,  nor  the  white  linen  napkin.  He  had  quietly  disappeared.  Will  I  find 
out  who  the  strange  man  was? 

Arabella  Decker,  Secondary  I 
Middle  School  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 


TIME  TO  SAY  GOOD-BYE 


When  there  was  nothing  to  do  or  you  felt  really  sad; 

It  was  Cartland  MacNeil  who  made  you  feel  glad. 

I  was  the  first  in  my  class  to  know  that  very  great  man 
I  guess  you  could  say  I  was  his  biggest  fan. 

Have  you  heard  of  the  saying  “the  old  are  the  wise”? 
Well  that’s  what  I  saw  when  I  looked  in  his  eyes. 

From  one  end  of  the  school  to  the  other  I’d  run; 

To  see  his  happy  face  gleaming  like  the  sun. 

He  worked  as  a  monitor  in  our  school  around  noon; 

It  made  me  happy  to  know  I  would  see  him  so  soon. 

He’d  know  when  I’d  tremble;  he’d  know  when  I’d  worry; 
He’d  solve  all  my  problems  in  such  a  big  hurry. 

He  said  he’d  go  in  for  an  operation  of  some  kind; 
l  knew  he  was  scared,  and  what  he  felt  all  the  time. 

At  once  he  felt  fine,  but  then  he’d  decrease  again; 

I  was  petrified  to  think  I’d  lose  such  a  dear  friend, 
f  prayed  to  God  that  he  would  not  die, 

Bui  there  had  to  be  a  time  for  me  to  say  good-bye. 


Lisa  Vineberg 
Secondary  I 


Jenny  Landau 
Grade  5 
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THE  LAND  OF  THE  UNICORNS 


The  Land  of  Unicorn  is  of  course  fantasy,  but  if  you  imagine  you  can  see  it  for  real.  Their  land  is  peaceful  and  free; 
there  is  no  war  or  hard  work. 

It  has  a  purple  hazed  sky  in  the  night  with  stars  and  a  bright  moon,  and  in  the  day  it  is  bright  and  cheerful  with  the 
sun  shining  and  the  birds  singing.  The  unicorns  come  out  and  play.  The  elder  unicorns  fly  overhead  watching  the 
younger  ones  playing,  chasing  and  running  with  each  other. 

In  the  night  the  Unicorns  go  slowly  to  their  caves  and  burrows  after  a  long  day  of  playing.  The  elders  take  the 
young  ones  under  their  wings  for  a  long  rest  until  the  next  long  sunny  day. 

Soon  Winter  comes  and  not  many  unicorns  come  out  to  play  anymore;  except  for  the  young  ones  who  do  on  warm 
days  when  the  snow  is  soft  and  melting. 

Now  Spring  is  there  and  young  foals  are  born.  Flowers  are  blooming;  buds  are  emerging  and  butterflies  are  flut¬ 
tering  everywhere. 

As  the  years  go  on  and  the  Unicorns  grow  older  many  of  them  die  and  young  unicorns  are  left  on  their  own. 

Still  unicorns  survive  and  even  if  some  die;  some  will  always  live  if  you  keep  imagining. 

by 

Trevi  Berretta 
Secondary  I 


TOMORROW 

Tomorrow  never  comes  you  know . 

It  is  a  figment  of  one’s  imagination. 

It  does  not  exist. 

Tomorrow  is  always  said, 

But  never  done. 

It  lives  in  our  thoughts, 
for  all  to  see. 

Everyone  knows  the  famous  line 
I'll  doit  tomorrow, 
but  It  is  never  done. 

It  is  imagination. 

What  is  the  next  day  if  Tomorrow  does  not  exist? 
It  is  life  or  death. 

Love,  laughter,  sadness,  tears. 

It  is  all  that  happens  day  to  day. 

Don’t  plan  for  tomorrow, 

It  will  not  come. 

Just  let  the  days  go  by, 

As  you  would  a  bird 
And  happiness  will  come. 

By 

Megan  McConnell. 
Secondary  II 


AS  WE  MARCH  AS  SOLDIERS 

In  war,  two  soldiers  march  side  by  side, 

And  hundreds  of  thousands  like  them  have  died 
But  still  through  death  and  sorrow  and  pain 
They  march  on  together  again  and  again. 

With  fearless  heart  and  a  gun  held  high 
One  soldier  watches  the  other  one  die 
But  he  will  not  run,  no  fear  will  he  show 
As  he  stands  on  guard  for  that  body  below. 

And  so  will  I  stand;  by  your  side,  by  your  heart 
And  calm  your  tears  as  you’ve  done  from  the  start 
For  you  make  me  laugh  and  you  help  me  live 
With  a  smile  and  a  cheer  and  something  to  give. 

I’ll  shine  like  the  moon  on  a  clear  summer  night 
And  stand  by  your  side  fight  after  fight 
And  I’ll  hold  my  head  high  through  stormy  weather 
As  we  march,  as  soldiers,  onward  together. 

By 

Taffy  Milki- 
Secondary  V 
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A  FALLING  STAR. 


As  I  watched  the  sun  go  down,  I  grew  brighter  and  brighter;  soon  1  could  see  the  other  stars  around  me,  glowing 
like  little  candles  in  the  sky.  A  smile  lit  my  face  as  I  saw  my  mother  and  father  coming  up  to  me,  but  then  I  realized 
that  it  was  not  them  coming  up  to  me  but  that  I  was  slipping  out  of  my  place  in  the  dark  sky  and  floating  slowly 
down  towards  the  earth.  I  gasped  as  I  saw  my  mother  and  father  gazing  DOWN  at  me!  Suddenly  I  crashed  into  a 
boy’s  garden  and  sent  sparks  flying.  My  light  faded  as  I  lay  unconscious  in  a  bush  full  of  thorns  almost  all  of  which 
were  sticking  into  me. 

The  next  day  the  boy  who  owned  the  garden  came  out  to  play  with  his  frisbee.  As  the  frisbee  sailed  through  the  air  it 
hummed  softly  and  landed  on  me  and  drove  the  thorns  deeper  into  my  flesh.  I  came  to  consciousness  as  Johnny 
lifted  the  frisbee  and  the  sunlight  opened  my  eyes.  Johnny  and  I  gazed  in  awe  at  each  other  for  over  a  full  minute 
and  then  he  said,  “H  -  h  -  hello.”  I  just  smiled  for  I  cannot  speak. 

“Do  I  get  three  wishes?  For  it  is  my  garden  you  landed  in.”  Johnny  asked,  and  I  nodded.  Johnny  grinned  and  said, 
“My  first  wish  is  that  you  will  be  all  better.”  I  smiled  again,  for,  in  the  stories  I  had  heard,  boys  and  girls  kept  their 
wishes  for  themselves  only.  As  I  was  thinking  this,  I  felt  the  sharp  thorns  slowly  withdraw  from  my  still  dull  skin.  I 
quickly  brightened,  and  soon  was  my  usual  old  self.  When  Johnny  saw  that  I  was  better,  he  grinned  and  said,  ‘‘My 
second  wish  is  for  a  batch  of  chocolate  chip  cookies  that  we  can  share.” 

The  cookies  were  delicious  and  as  I  licked  my  lips,  I  gazed  at  Johnny,  wondering  what  his  third  wish  would  be.  As  if 
he  read  my  mind  he  said,  “My  third  wish  is  that  you  go  back  with  the  other  stars,  for  I  know  you  would  be  very 
lonely  here.”  At  this  moment  I  spoke  my  first  words,  “Thank  you  and  goodbye.” 

Kate  Hallward.  Grade  5. 
Middle  School  Second  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 


THE  NEGLECTED  HOUSE 


The  rotten  wood  creaked  as  my  feet  hit  the  old  stairs.  The  staircase  ended  in  a  large  room.  The  room  looked  very 
lived-in.  There  was  a  magazine  on  the  coffee  table.  Every  article  in  the  room  was,  because  of  neglect,  covered  in  a 
thin  film  of  dust.  There  was  a  sharp  smell  of  must.  My  curiosity  pulled  me  towards  the  kitchen.  The  strong,  damp 
smell  forced  me  to  open  the  window.  Fresh  air  had  not  circulated  in  the  room  for  over  a  year.  Memories  lingered  in 
the  occasional  breeze.  There  was  a  bright  red  kettle  on  the  stove  and  a  dishwasher  full  of  clean  dishes  that  had  never 
been  unloaded.  The  kitchen  table  was  set,  ready  to  be  served  on  except  for  the  cutlery  being  a  little  dusty. 


The  sunbeams  cut  through  the  dust.  It  was  time  to  leave.  As  I  walked  out  the  door,  a  tiny  drop  of  water  descended 
from  my  eye  and  rolled  down  my  cheek.  I  shut  the  door  and  locked  it,  along  with  locking  in  all  the  memories. 
Newspapers  were  gathered  at  the  doorstep. 


The  grass  was  long,  and  weeds  intertwined  between  the  green  blades 


It  is  hard  to  believe  that  an  old  woman  once  lived  here.  I  feel  like  a  part  of  me  departed  with  her.  Although  all  her 
possessions  remain,  they  do  not  mean  anything  without  her. 


My  grandmother  and  I  were  so  close 

t;1'  . 


Tara  Siev. 
Secondary  III 


JUNIOR 


SCHOOL 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Margaret  Ransome,  Melina  Nacos,  Lucy  Opatrny,  Christine  Price,  Ariadne  Decker,  Catherine  Herba, 
Stephanie  Moors,  Claire  Heenan.  FRONT  ROW:  Sara  Laneau,  Jeana  Park,  Ako  Kyei-Aboagye,  Elizabeth  Taylor,  Laura  Osborne, 
Carrie  Haber. 


Some  of  the  highlights  from  Grade  3  were  ... 

Mrs.  Heenan  showing  us  all  how  to  play  the  ukelele. 

Taking  part  in  “The  Twelve  Dancing  Princesses”  for  our  Christmas  concert. 

Having  Anula  Sunduran  in  her  beautiful  saris,  come  to  talk  to  us  about  her  country,  India. 

Working  on  our  project  for  the  Science  Fair.  We  compared  the  life  in  the  Arctic  with  the  life  in 
Florida. 

Going  to  the  Canadian  Guild  of  crafts  to  see  some  beautiful  Inuit  and  Indian  art  work. 

We  would  like  to  thank  everybody  who  helped  us  have  a  wonderful  year! 
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BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Valerie  Abdoo,  Chanoy  Alonso,  Nicky  Souaid,  Sarah  Ewing,  Angela  Collyer,  Sandra  Bekhor,  Amy  Nourse, 
Bianca  Towning,  Samana  Naqvi,  Daniela  Flores,  Margot  Yaphe.  FRONT  ROW:  Rhea  Toman,  Stephen  Cundill,  Gavin  Duffy,  Geoffrey 
White,  Mark  Pascal,  Alison  Kirstein.  ABSENT:  Udo  Westphal. 


Grade  Two  is  great! 

All  the  kids  are  nice. 
Delightfully  charming 
Even  the  teacher  is  sweet 

Truly 

Wonderful 

Not 

Obnoxious! 

by  Chanoy  Alonso 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Ingrid  Hategan,  Jessica  Davidman,  Andrea  Prosser,  Jessica  Salomon,  Andrea  Hermann,  Anne  Lefaivre, 
Sarah  Waddington,  Lynn  Wright,  Claudine  Molson,  Regina  Flores,  Tracey  Tom.  FRONT  ROW:  Dale  Kwack,  Eugene  Park,  Ali 
Massoudi,  Milo  Prelevic,  David  Durand,  Bruce  Mulholland,  Jai  Jacob,  Peter  Schwartz. 


We  learned  so  much  about  the  Inuits  from  our  student  teacher  Coleen  who  had  spent  a  year  teaching  in  Kangirsuk.  We 
wrote  letters  to  the  children  in  Katiirk  School.  It  was  the  first  mail  that  they  had  ever  received!  We  got  letters  back  and  we 
exchanged  photographs.  Now  we  have  so  many  new  friends.  This  is  what  friendship  means  to  us  ... 

Billy  -  Friendship  is  happiness. 

Jessica  P.  -  Friends  bring  you  luck. 

David  -  A  policeman  is  a  friend. 

Regina  -  A  friend  would  visit  you  if  you  were  in  the  hospital. 

Ingrid  -  Helping  a  friend  to  read  would  be  nice. 

Andrea  H.  -  A  friend  helps  you  to  tie  your  shoelaces. 

Jai  -  Playing  with  a  friend  is  fun,  much  better  than  by  yourself. 

Dale  -  Friends  are  for  having  races  with. 

Sophie  -  Firemen  are  friends  if  your  house  is  burning. 

Anne  -  Happiness  is  having  a  friend. 

Ali  -  You  can  go  swimming  with  a  friend. 

Claudine  -  Friends  can  be  unfriendly! 

Bruce  -  You  can  depend  on  a  friend  for  help. 
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GIRLS,  Left  to  Right:  Charmaine  Tang,  Myriam  Fredette,  Sarah  Wazirzada,  Claire  English,  Sarah  Cooper,  Crissy  Cundill,  Rebecca 
McLeod,  Marielle  Quesney,  Aviva  Vetter,  Alison  Raylor,  Ellana  Tryansky.  BOYS:  Marcus  Daniels,  Joshua  Khazz.am,  Alex 
Anthopoulos,  Matthew  Simonian,  Maury  Conochie,  Christopher  Teryazos,  Carlos  Lazatin,  Louis  Fredette.  ABSENT :  Filip  Bartos. 


The  kindergartens  had  lots  of  fun  this  year  at  the  St.  Patrick’s  day  party.  We  played  games 
and  ate  lots  of  sweets. 

We  had  a  surprise  visit  from  Santa  Claus  at  the  Christmas  party  and  he  gave  us  all  chocolate 
Santas. 

We  learned  a  lot  at  the  science  fair.  We  made  experiments  showing  contrasts  between  such 
things  as  ice  and  water,  and  hard  boiled  eggs  and  uncooked  eggs. 
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LETTERS  SENT  GRADE  1 
TO  AN  INUIT  CLASS 


Billy  Anthopoulos 
The  Study 
Montreal 
Feb.  10,  1983. 


Dear  Friend, 

I  live  in  Montreal.  I  have  a  lot  of  fun.  In  winter  we  go  on  our  skidoo  and 
we  ski  on  Saturday.  I  also  go  skating.  I  like  to  use  my  sled.  It  goes  fast 
down  the  hill.  I  have  two  brothers.  Their  names  are  George  and  Alex. 

Sincerely, 

Billy 


Andrea  Hermann 
The  Study 
Montreal 
Feb.  10,  1983. 


Dear  Friend, 


by  Adrienne  Wong  Grade  3 


In  summer  we  can  do  all  kinds  of  things.  We  can  go  swimming  and  we  jog 
and  we  can  get  a  suntan.  We  can  go  to  the  zoo  and  see  some  tigers  and 
some  lions  and  some  monkeys  and  some  polar  bears  and  some  parrots. 

Sincerely, 

Andrea 


by  Sandra  Bekhor  Grade  2 


Sarah  Waddington 
The  Study 
Montreal 
Feb.  10,  1983. 


Dear  Friend, 

I  am  a  little  girl.  My  name  is  Sarah.  I  am  almost  seven  years  old.  I  like  to 
dive  through  the  waves  in  the  ocean.  In  my  garden  I  have  many  colourful 
flowers.  I  love  apples  and  pears. 


Sincerely, 

Sarah  Waddington 


Jessica  Davidman 
The  Study 
Montreal 
Feb.  10, 1983. 


Dear  Friend, 

It  is  fun  down  here  at  the  Study  in  Canada.  It  is  cold  in  Winter,  but  very  hot  in 
summer.  I  go  down  hill  skiing  and  skating  in  winter.  In  Summer  I  go  into  the 
lake  and  once  I  went  fishing. 
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Sincerely, 

Jessica 


I  MAROONED  ON  AN  ISLAND 


One  day  I  went  outside,  and  I  went  into  my  airplane  and  then  I  took  off.  And  then  when  I  was  just  above  the  ocean 
I  had  forgotten  that  my  brakes  weren’t  working  and  I  said  “Oh  No”,  and  I  went  flying  into  the  ocean,  and  I 
couldn’t  get  out  and  the  kind  policeman  came  and  got  me  out. 


by  Nicole  Souaid 
Grade  2 


SUPER  DUPER  STRAWBERRY  SOUFFLE 
(IT’S  FOR  AN  ENEMY) 

First  you  put  a  dead  rat, 

Two  dead  caterpillars, 

Three  pieces  of  stale  bread, 

Half  a  cup  of  worm’s  blood, 

Four  snakes, 

One  bomb. 

Mix  it  up,  put  it  in  the  oven. 

Take  it  out.  Put  blood  in  it  and  ... 
“Poof”,  it’s  done. 

by  Chanoy  Alons 
Grade  2 


HALLOWEEN 

Halloween  is  fun, 

When  it’s  just  begun 

With  witches  flying  through  the  air, 

But  don’t  let  a  bat  get  your  hair. 

There’s  a  pumpkin  with  flaring  eyes, 

And  a  big  white  ghost  in  the  skies. 

And  a  skeleton  with  rattling  bones 
Who’s  peeking  in  people’s  homes. 

A  streak  black  cat  and  a  big  green  gnome, 
Frighten  the  little  children  home. 
Halloween  is  gone  for  a  year, 

When  it  comes  again  we  will  cheer. 

by  Ako  Kyei-Aboagye 
Grade  3 


Santa  Claus  gave  me  earings  for  Christmas.  They’re  at  home.  My 
Mummy  did  not  see  them  at  home  cause  she  was  at  work.  My 
mummy  loves  me  very  much.  My  daddy  too.  My  mummy  went  on  a 
trip  with  me.  I  love  to  go  there  with  my  daddy,  and  I  like  flying 
home  in  the  air.  My  mummy  brought  a  hair  band  from  New  York. 
I  love  going  to  New  York.  And  I  had  fun  there. 

by  Charmaine  Tang 
Kindergarten 


I  was 

playing 

out- 

side. 

And  a 

lion 

came. 

And  he; 

ran 

away. 

by  Chris  Teryazos 
Kindergarten 


I  like  my  school.  And  I  enjoy  it.  And  also  I  like  my 
teachers.  And  also  I  like  my  friends.  And  I  like  to 
have  my  school. 

by  Filip  Bartos 
Kindergarten 


by  Carrie  Haber  Grade  3 
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THE  RUSTLING  OF  THE  LEAVES 
Listen, 

Hear  the  rustling  of  the  leaves, 
Way  up  high  in  the  trees, 

If  the  wind  is  out  tonight, 

You  will  hear  them, 

Through  the  night, 

Whispering  to  each  other. 

Kim  Ryan 


A  FRESH  BREEZE  BLOWING  OFF  THE  LAKE 

Listen  and  you  will  hear, 

The  swishing  of  the  wind, 

Talking  to  the  swaying  lake, 

The  whispering  of  the  trees, 

Saying  “Hi”  to  the  birds 
While  they  are  chirping, 

Happily  away, 

And  the  lake  and  its  friends, 

Know  it  will  be, 

One  very  happy  day. 

Vivian  Schupp 


YELLOW 

Yellow  is  the  colour, 

Of  a  sunset  bright  as  can  be, 
It  sparkles  in  the  sky, 

And  sinks  into  the  sea. 
Yellow  also  is  the  colour, 

Of  the  sandy  beach, 

That  stretches  on  forever, 
Further  than  you  can  reach. 

Nathalie  Lorraine  Prosser 


HIPPOPOTAMUS 

He’s  just  a  little  Hippo 
And  he’s  not  the  least  bit  frail 
His  face  is  sorta’  homely 
But  he’s  got  a  purty  tail. 

Kim  Ryan 


A  CROCODILE 

A  crocodile 
Creeps  and  crawls, 

In  the  water, 

And  on  land. 

When  he’s  hot, 

He  goes  for  a  swim, 
And  when  he’s  bored, 
Comes  out  again, 

And  then  he  starts, 

To  creep  and  crawl 
Again. 

Francesca  Bolza 


Dawn  broke  out  from  the  starry  sky 
Flooding  my  room  with  light 
The  morning  was  crisp 
And  bright. 

A  breeze  blew  through  my  hair. 

A  rooster  crowed 
From  the  barnyard  door 
The  morning  had  truly  begun. 

Fiona  Macaulay 


NOISES  OF  THE  FOREST 

There  I  was 
Sitting  on  a  rock, 

I  could  hear 

The  sounds  of  a  hawk. 

I  could  hear 

The  soft  breeze  of  the  wind 
Blowing  off  the  lake 
The  clear  songs  of  the 
Birds’ 

What  noises  of  the 
Forest. 


Paulina  Flores 


THE  CAT 

The  cat  has  smooth  sharp  claws, 
And  also  big  fat  paws. 

The  cat  has  whiskers  long, 

The  cat  is  never  wrong. 

The  cat  has  silky  fur, 

And  always  a  gentle  purr. 

Catherine  Saucier 


A  RAINBOW 

What  is  a  rainbow? 

Could  it  be  a  shining  image  glittering 
In  the  sun, 

With  green  grass,  a  blue  sky  and  a  Red  rose. 
Is  there  really  a  pot  of  gold  at 
The  end  of  every  rainbow? 

Yes  there  is! 

After  it  rains,  the  rainbow  appears 
Up  in  the  sky. 

And  then  it  glitters  and  glitters 
Until  it  fades  away. 

Marion  Nader 
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Soccer 


HUiK 


CLOCKWISE  From  Left:  Fiona  Wright,  Lisa  Hodes,  Sandy  McCall,  Gillian  Riley,  Zoe  Creighton,  Caroline  Otto, 
Tanya  Martin,  Andy  Dingle,  Mandy  Sutter,  Olivia  Sampson,  Kirstie  Creighton,  Julie  Bushell,  Elizabeth  Waterston, 
Alix  Ballard,  Marnie  Waxman,  Wendy  Harper,  Debbie  Shatia,  Cynthia  Carrique,  Taffy  Miller. 


Four  years  has  seen  the  soccer 
team  grow  in  strength  and 
spirit.  We  have  progressed  from 
scoring  one  goal  (our  biggest 
achievement)  to  using  style, 
grace,  and  fluidity  while 
scoring,  running  and  saving.  No 
longer  are  our  lines  non¬ 
existent,  our  minds  confused  as 
to  the  location  of  the  ball  and 
no  longer  do  we  “run  onto  the 
ball”  at  the  same  time.  Our 


players  are  now  tough,  deter¬ 
mined  and  dedicated.  (Who  else 

would  arrive  at  Murray  Park  on  a  rainy  Monday  morning  at  7:30  a.m.  in 
October?)  It  was  a  great  year  and  may  the  team  of  ’83  carry  on  the 
tradition  of  improvement  that  has  characterized  the  soccer  team  in  the 
past. 
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Cross-Country  Running 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Jessica  Rubinger,  Felicite  Mackay,  Caroline  Eberts,  Roben  Stikeman.  MIDDLE 
ROW:  Margaret  Bentley,  Tania  Martin,  Leith  Blachford.  FRONT  ROW:  Whitney  Ashby,  Leslie-Ann 
Chang,  Gillian  Riley,  Sandy  McCall,  Alix  Ballard,  Martha  McCall,  Rona  Gomel,  Sarah  Lank,  Carey  Evans. 


For  the  past  few  years  we 
have  had  a  large  number 
of  members  on  the  team. 
Now,  more  members  are 
placing  higher  than  be¬ 
fore.  This  year  we  had 
four  winners  place  in  the 
top  twelve  in  increasingly 
difficult  competition. 
The  G.M.A.A.’s  run¬ 
ning  standards  get  higher 
every  year  so  it  is  a  great 
credit  to  Mme.  Jothy’s 
coaching  and  to  the 
members  of  the  team 
that  they  have  done  so 
well. 

Unfortunately,  for  a 
number  of  reasons  we 
did  not  field  any  compe¬ 
titors  for  the  G.M.A.A. 
road  race  in  April.  Any¬ 
way  it  was  a  very  good 
year  -  good  luck  to  next 
year’s  team! 


This  year  the  juvenile 
basketball  team  won 
about  one-third  of  their 
games  (give  or  take  a 
few!).  We  spent  two  days 
at  B.C.S.  participating  in 
an  Invitational  Tourna¬ 
ment.  Although  we  did 
not  place,  we  thoroughly 
enjoyed  ourselves. 

At  the  end  of  the  basket¬ 
ball  season  we  were  re¬ 
warded  with  dinner  at 
“II  etait  une  fois’’  -  the 
piano  playing  was  great! 
It  was  quite  an  interest¬ 
ing  evening  with  half  of 
the  team  arriving  one 
hour  late  and  all  the 
“gals”  chipping  in  to 
pay  for  Mr.  McCauley’s 
dinner  (our  coach). 

Even  though  we  lost 
most  of  our  games,  we 
had  fun.  Now,  anyone 
for  Quik?  (private  joke!) 


Juvenile  Basketball 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Tania  Martin,  Wendy  Harper,  Andrea  Dingle,  Tara  Siev,  Kirstie  Creighton, 
Elizabeth  Cheesborough.  FRONT  ROW:  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Olivia  Sampson,  Cynthia  Ross,  Gillian  Riley, 
Debbie  Shatia,  Elizabeth  Waterston,  Mr.  Macauley,  Coach. 


62 


Juvenile  Badminton 
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The  juvenile  badminton  team  did  quite  well  this  year, 
placing  second  in  their  division,  after  Trafalgar.  Cynthia 
Ross  came  second  in  singles  and  was  therefore  able  to 
proceed  to  the  G.M.A.A.  Individuals.  She  placed  fourth 
overall  and  we  are  pleased  with  her  effort. 

The  whole  team  enjoyed  the  season.  A  special  thanks  goes 
to  the  staff  members  who  accompanied  us  to  the  respective 
matches.  Good  luck  to  next  year’s  juveniles! 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Vicki  Angel.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Marnie 
Waxman,  Andrea  Dingle,  Olivia  Sampson.  FRONT  ROW:  Cynthia 
Carrique,  Wendy  Harper,  Cynthia  Ross. 


Midget  Badminton 

The  midget  badminton  team  had  a  very  successful  season 
this  year.  We  placed  first  in  the  team  finals  of  the 
G.M.A.A.  championships  and  Karyn  Arthur  placed  second 
in  the  individual  championships.  We  would  like  to  extend 
our  thanks  to  Mrs.  Wright  for  all  her  time  and  effort,  and 
to  all  the  mothers  who  helped  with  the  transportation.  It 
was  a  great  season  and  we  all  enjoyed  it  very  much. 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Elizabeth  Cheesborough,  Karyn  Arthur. 
FRONT  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Gillian  Riley,  Tania  Martin. 


Bantam  Badminton 


The  Bantam  Badminton  Team  has  had  a  very  suc¬ 
cessful  season.  We  competed  against  the  private 
schools  in  Greater  Montreal  and  placed  second.  The 
team  consisted  of  Jonet  Webster  and  Carrie  Eberts 
who  played  singles;  Samantha  Hayes,  Janet  Faith, 
Kate  Fraser,  and  Tamara  Gitto  who  competed  in 
doubles. 

In  the  Individual  standings,  Carrie  went  for  singles, 
and  Samantha  and  Janet  went  for  doubles.  Sam  and 
Janet  came  home  with  a  gold  medal  and  Carrie  with  a 
bronze. 

Overall  it  was  a  fun  and  successful  season  and  we 
would  like  to  thank  very  much  Mrs.  Wright  and  Mrs. 
Balfour  and  all  the  mothers  who  drove. 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Caroline  Eberts,  Jonet  Webster, 
Megan  McConnell.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Janet  Faith,  Felicite  Mackay. 
FRONT  ROW:  Kate  Fraser,  Sara  Bradeen,  Tamara  Gitto. 


Intermediate  Gymnastics 

The  intermediate  gymnastic  team  placed  second  in  the 
G.M.A.A.  team  finals.  The  following  people  placed  in 
the  top  six  at  individual  finals:  Sandy  McCall  placed 
second  on  vault,  fourth  on  beam  and  fourth  on  floor; 
Lisa  Cytrynbaum  placed  third  on  bars;  Alicki  Guthrie 
placed  fourth  on  bars;  and  Leslie-Ann  Chang  placed 
sixth  on  floor.  The  following  people  will  be  going  to 
Provincials:  Sandy,  Lisa,  and  Alicki.  We  would  like 
to  thank  Mrs.  Balfour,  Cynthia  McCall  and  all  the 
mothers  who  drove  us  to  the  meets. 

LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Alicki  Guthrie,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Sandy 
McCall,  Leslie-Ann  Chang,  Lauren  Yarosky. 
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Novice  Gymnastics 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Andrea  Robinson,  Arabella  Decker,  Rachel  De  Salis,  Sarah  Lank,  Nadine  Grunberg,  Caroline  Eberts,  Martha 
McCall,  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Jennifer  Engels,  Christy  Borntraeger,  Michele  Cohen. 


Midget  Volleyball 


MIDGET  VOLLEYBALL 


The  Study’s  midget  volleyball  team  is  a 
first  year  midget  team  which  means  we  are 
younger  than  most  of  the  teams.  This 
didn’t  stop  us.  We  played  tournament  after 
tournament  not  only  trying  to  win  but  also 
for  the  fun  and  experience.  Although  we 
weren’t  as  successful  as  planned,  everyone 
still  had  lots  of  fun.  I  think  it  was  the  non¬ 
existent  cheerleading  squad  that  dis¬ 
couraged  us  from  winning  although  we  did 
win  3  games! 

As  for  our  exhibition  games  against  LCC, 
well!  It  was  fun  except  for  being  hit  in  the 
head  by  a  spike! 

One  very  successful  tournament  was 
against  Bishops.  They  came  to  Montreal 
for  the  day  and  we  played  a  series  of 
games  against  them.  Both  our  Bantam  and 
Midget  teams  were  winners.  It  was  quite  an 
experience! ! 


STANDING,  Left  to  Right:  Michele  Cohen,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Tara  Siev,  Leith 
Blachford,  Sharon  Saleh,  Vittoria  Galeotti.  KNEELING:  Paulana  Layman, 
Rachel  DeSalis,  Leslie-Ann  Chang. 

Bantam  Volleyball 


The  whole  team  wishes  to  thank  Mrs. 
Wright  for  her  time.  Without  her  we  really 
would  have  been  in  last  place.  It’s  not 
whether  you  win  or  lose,  and  we  all  had  a 
great  time  just  being  on  the  team. 


This  year  our  bantam 
volleyball  team  did 
very  well.  We  played 
with  a  lot  of  en¬ 
thusiasm  in  many 
close  and  exciting 
games.  Although  we 
tried  our  best,  we  just 
missed  the  playoffs; 
but  we  still  had  a  great 
time  playing. 

We  would  like  to 
thank  our  coach,  Miss 
Shaw,  who  worked 
hard  to  make  us  a 
good  team.  The  best 
of  luck  next  year! 


BACK  ROW:  Caroline  Eberts,  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Margaret  Bentley,  Martha  McCall.  MIDDLE  ROW: 
Tamara  Gitto,  Tina  Sadek,  Liane  Tabah,  Ali  Yaphe.  FRONT  ROW:  Trevi  Berretta,  Jonet  Webster. 


Bantam  Basketball 


The  Bantam  basketball 
team  had  another  good 
year.  Under  Mrs.  Balfour’s 
guidance  we  had  a  lot  of 
fun  and  gained  needed 
experience.  We  look 
forward  to  participating  in 
the  Midget  division  next 
year  and  hope  that  our 
experience  this  year  pays 
off! 

We  would  like  to  say  a 
special  thank-you  to  Mrs. 
Balfour  for  all  the  work 
she  put  in  with  us. 


BACK  ROW:  Samantha  Hayes,  Jennifer  Gibson,  Samantha  Porteous,  Megan  McConnell,  Janet 
Faith.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Jonet  Webster,  Tina  Sadek,  Margaret  Bentley,  Roben  Stikeman,  Jessica 
Rubinger,  Liane  Tabah.  FRONT  ROW:  Rona  Gomel,  Samantha  Mason. 


67 


This  year  was  full  of  various  events  and  everyone  who 
participated  thoroughly  enjoyed  themselves.  Most  of  our 
teams  competed  in  the  G.M.A.A.  league  and  some  did 
especially  well  by  coming  home  with  gold,  silver  and 
bronze  medals.  Unfortunately,  due  to  circumstances 
beyond  our  control,  we  were  unable  to  field  a  swimming 
or  a  juvenile  tennis  team. 

Our  sports  department  should  certainly  be  commended  for 
making  this  such  a  great  season  (but  we  are  still  won¬ 
dering  whether  or  not  those  7:30  A.M.  practices  were 
really  necessary!).  Our  thanks  also  to  all  the  parents  who 
drove  us  to  our  tournaments. 

Good  luck  next  year  to  all  the  “jocks”  and  sports  cap¬ 
tains. 

Cee-Cee  and  Cynthia 


HTWIHTTH 


Starting  last  fall,  rumour  ran  through  the  school  that  this  year’s  drama  production 
was  to  be  Noel  Coward’s  Blithe  Spirit.  This  caused  general  excitement  as  Blithe 
Spirit  was  one  of  the  excellent  plays  seen  by  grades  10  and  1 1  on  their  Stratford 
trip,  last  September.  After  official  confirmation,  the  first  thing  we  were  told  was 
that  in  no  way  were  we  to  try  to  reproduce  what  we  saw  in  Stratford.  We  were  to 
do  our  own  version.  This  year’s  production  was  to  be  a  novelty  in  more  ways  than 
one.  For  the  first  time,  we  were  including  boys  in  our  cast  to  play  the  male  roles. 
Peter  Jarvis  (Grade  12,  L.C.C.)  and  James  Gill,  (Grade  11,  L.C.C.)  were  cast  as 
Mr.  Condomine  and  Dr.  Bradman,  respectively.  The  long  hours  and  hectic 
preparation  ended  on  the  night  of  March  21,  1983. 

Mandy  Sutter,  as  Ruth  Condomine  arid  Peter  Jarvis  as  her  husband  both  did  very 
believable  jobs.  Taffy  Miller  played  Mr.  Condomine’s  first  (deceased)  wife  and  did 
a  wonderful  job  of  “driving”  Ruth  to  an  early  grave.  Cynthia  Carrique  was 
stunning  as  Mme.  Arcati  -  her  leaps  and  bounds  drawing  more  than  one  gasp  from 
the  audience.  Marnie  Waxman  made  a  marvellously  anxious  Mrs.  Bradman,  while 
James  Gill  played  her  somewhat  cynical  husband. 

Ms.  Biggs,  as  director,  deserves  a  special  “thank-you  for”  all  her  work,  as  do 
Cynthia  Bushell  and  Heather  Trott  (assistant  directors).  The  crew,  as  well,  were 
terrific  in  timing  everything  just  right. 
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The  Study  Fashion  Show 


On  Tuesday,  May  10,  the 
Sixth  Form  brought  Paris 
to  The  Study!  After  weeks 
of  getting  clothes  from 
various  stores  and  a  final 
week  of  practice  they  per¬ 
formed  magnificently.  The 
crowd  was  stunned  by  the 
“different”  looks  worn  by 
girls,  not  even  recognizing 
some.  We  would  like  to  ex¬ 
tend  a  very  special  thank- 
you  to  Mandy  Sutter  and 
Andy  Dingle  whose  tireless 
work  and  encouragement 
made  the  fashion  show  the 
success  it  was. 
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Thie  Cotillion 


Friday,  January  29,  1983  marked  the 
date  of  the  second  annual  Study 
Cotillion.  Organized  by  the  sixth 
form,  the  Cotillion  was  held  this  year 
at  the  St.  James  Club.  Although,  we 
decided  not  to  have#a  band,  our  disc 
jockey  managed  to  keep  our  guests 
(Grades  9,  10,  their  dates,  parents 
and  members  of  the  Staff)  all  dancing 
and  lively  until  12:30  when  the 
Cotillion  was  officially  over. 

Everyone  had  a  great  time  and  we 
would  like  to  thank  all  the  sixth  form 
who  attended.  We  hope  next  year’s 
Cotillion  will  be  as  successful  as  this 
year’s  was. 


The  Grad 


Stratford 


In  September  1982  on  the  weekend  of  the  24-26,  the  grade 
10’s  and  11  ’s  accompanied  by  Ms.  Biggs  and  Miss  Scott 
headed  off  to  Stratford,  Ontario  to  see  the  Shakespeare 
Festival.  We  saw  two  Shakespeare  plays;  The  Tempest  and 
Julius  Caesar;  Noel  Coward’s  Blithe  Spirit;  and  Schiller’s 
Mary  Stuart.  The  plays  were  all  thoroughly  enjoyable  as 
was  the  whole  weekend.  Both  grades  would  like  to  thank 
Mrs.  Scott  and  Ms.  Biggs  for  the  patience  and  good-will  in 
putting  up  with  us  “above  and  beyond  the  call  of  duty’’! 


Toronto 


Carnival 


The  Carnival  was  held  this  year  on  Friday  April  29,  1983.  Though  Friday 
started  out  as  a  fairly  bleak  looking  day  with  predictions  of  rain  on  the 
way,  The  Study  managed  to  stay  dry  (with  the  exception  of  the  front  of 
the  school  which  fell  victim  to  eager  participants  in  the  balloon  toss)  for 
the  duration  of  the  carnival.  Games  such  as  mini-golf,  bean  bag  toss  and 
fortune  telling  drew  people  to  try  their  luck  or  satisfy  their  curiosity. 
Those  who  were  hungry  bought  delicious  sundaes  from  Hilary,  Lisa  and 
Hannah. 

It  was  a  great  success  and  many  thanks  to  those  who  helped. 


S.O.G.A. 


BIRTHS 

To  Kathy  Common  (’66)  and  Ken  Guthrie  a  daughter  in  Canmore,  Alberta. 

To  Judy  Fisher  (’67)  and  Ian  McMartin  a  son  in  Toronto  (1981). 

To  Wendy  Goodall  (’73)  and  Chris  Creech  a  daughter  in  Bellevue,  Washington. 

To  Prudence  Hugman  (’53-59)  and  Dr.  Carl  Sutton  a  son  in  Montreal. 

To  Maggie  Willis-O’Connor  (’62-68)  and  Steve  Sutrov  a  daughter  in  Hawaii. 

To  Mary  Boswell  (’72)  and  Peter  Shearman  a  daughter  in  Montreal. 

To  Jill  Gardiner  (’53-59)  and  Douglas  Rollins  a  daughter  in  Montreal. 

To  Peggy  Hampson  (’72)  and  Jim  Stewart  twins,  a  son  and  a  daughter,  in  Oshawa. 

To  Nancy  McEntyre  (’63)  and  Jim  Wright  a  daughter  in  Thunder  Bay. 

To  Virginia  Morse  (’69)  and  Robert  Stead  a  daughter  in  Thunder  Bay. 

To  Lyn  Price  (’72)  and  Sandy  Baptist  a  daughter  in  Toronto. 

MARRIAGES 

Margaret  Ballantyne  (’65)  to  David  Power  June  1982 
Dorothy  Durnford  (’66-74)  to  Richard  Sutton  May  1982 
Stephanie  Metrakos  (’75)  to  Paul  Brulotte  June  1982 
Annette  Nicholson  (’73)  to  Giles  Gheison  May  1982 
Lisa  Price  (’76)  to  Anthony  Whitworth  September  1982 
Deirdre  Stoker  (’73)  to  Ken  Reardon  September  1982 
Beverly  Birks  (’65)  to  Robin  Raybould  April  1983 
Anne  Common  Curry  (’68)  to  David  Arkin  June  1982 
Carolyn  Kerrigan  (’68)  to  David  Greenwood  June  1982 
Beth  Lewis  (’69)  to  Eben  George  1982 
Jane  Yuile  (’73)  to  Ian  Little  December  1982 
Kathleen  Kirkpatrick  (’68)  to  Alan  Adelstein  December  1983 

DEATHS 

Janet  Ingham  (former  Bursar)  May  1982 
Edna  Tedeschi  (former  Art  Teacher)  September  1982 
Edna  Vowles  (former  Math  and  Physics  teacher)  May  1982 
Anne  (Peacock)  Novotny  ’53  December  1982 

A  higher  proportion  of  the  graduating  class  than  in  former  years  has  chosen  to  leave  the  province,  and  even  the 
country  in  two  cases,  to  pursue  their  education.  Paulina  Arbarca  attended  the  University  of  Sweden  last  fall  and 
then  returned  home  at  Christmas  to  study  at  Vanier.  Astrid  Guttman  travelled  to  West  Germany  to  study  at  the 
Gymnasium  am  Kothen.  She  had  a  very  successful  year  and  will  be  entering  Harvard  in  the  fall  of  ’83.  Ayse  Atman 
was  found  south  of  the  border  at  Brown.  Amy  Wall  also  left  to  study  at  Fairleigh  Dirrinson.  Sarah  Beech  did  very 
well  at  Branksome  Hall  in  Toronto  and  Caroline  Price  enjoyed  her  first  year  at  Carleton  University  in  Ottawa. 
Closer  to  home,  three  girls  decided  to  pursue  their  studies  in  French;  Virginia  Zarifi  went  to  Brebeuf  while  Debbie 
Efraimidis  and  Adrianna  Caro  attended  Marguerite  Bourgeoys.  All  three  settled  in  very  well  to  their  French  en¬ 
vironment.  Jill  Tetrault  and  Michelle  Smith  were  found  at  John  Abbott.  Ingrid  Caro  attended  Champlain  and  Nancy 
Fattal  studied  at  Vanier.  Marianopolis  drew  the  largest  number:  Cathy  Blundell,  Stacey  Engels,  Borra  Garson, 
Valerie  Otto  and  Karen  Yarosky  all  enjoyed  their  first  year. 
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SIXTH  FORM  AWARDS 

Head  Girl-  Cynthia  Bushell 
Sub-Head  Girl-  Olivia  Sampson 
Vale  Prize-  Melodie  Schweitzer 
Academic  Promise-  Marina  Klein 
Yearbook  Prize-  Alexandra  Ballard 
Hilary  Rapkin 

Drama  Prize-  Cynthia  Bushell 

HOUSE  AWARDS 

House  Point  Cup-  Beta  Lambda 
Athletic  Cup-  Mu  Gamma 
Swimming  Cup-  Kappa  Rho 
Debate  Plaque-  Beta  Lamda 

SCHOOL  AWARDS 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay 
Competition: 

SENIOR:  First-  Francesca  Travers 
Second-  Marina  Klein 

Middle:  First-  Arabella  Decker 
Second-  Kate  Hallward 

Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting: 

SENIOR:  First-  Rachel  De  Salis 
Marina  Klein 
Second-  Ruby 
Koutoulogenis 

MIDDLE:  First-  Sharmelle  Shapiro 
Second-  Carmen  Picciotto 


JUNIOR:  First-  Annabel  Soutar 
Second-  Jenny  Calder 

Katherine  Yaphe 

Verse  Speaking: 

SENIOR:  First-  Vittoria  Galeotti 
Second-  Debbie  Schatia 

Megan  McConnell 
Hon.  Mention-  Fiorella 
Fiore 

MIDDLE:  First-  Catherine  Saucier 
Second-  Natasha  Dupont 
Hon.  Mention-  Giulia 
Galeotti 

Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR:  First-  Stephanie  Miller 
Second-  Debbie  Schatia 
Hon.  Mention-  Cynthia 
Bushell 

Extra-Mural  Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR:  Olivia  Sampson 
SECONDARY  III-  Leith  Blachford 
Zoe  Creighton 

SECONDARY  I,  II-  Virginia 

Schweitzer 

Math  Competition: 

FERMAT  CONTEST-  Melodie  Schweitzer 
CAYLEY  CONTEST-  Caroline  Otto 
PASCAL  CONTEST-  Carey  Evans 


HOWARTH  INC. 

SPECIALIZING  IN  SCHOOL  OUTFITS 
FOR  PRIVATE  AND  PUBLIC  SCHOOLS 


Howarth  Inc.  is  a 
Montreal  tradition. 
They  have  dressed 
generations  of 
families  beginning 
with  school 
uniforms  for 
private  and  public 
schools,  both 
English  and 
French,  through 
to  custom  made 
suits  and  shirts. 
The  sort  of  outfit 
that  always  looks 
right.  Under  one 
roof  you  can 
outfit  the  whole 
family. 


HOWARTH  INC. 


1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 

Montreal,  Quebec 
Tel:  861-9243 

MOST  MAJOR  CREDIT  CARDS  HONORED 
COMPLIMENTARY  IND  OR  PARKING  ENTRANCE  1255  MacKAY 
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CLASSICAL  BALLET 


MODERN  DANCE 


Montreal  Branch  of  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY 
OF  DANCE 


ACCEPTS  STUDENTS  AGED  5  AND  UP 
SMALL  CLASSES  (MAXIMUM  12) 

Ballet  Syllabus  approved  by  RAD  President, 
DAME  MARGOT  FONTEYN  DE  ARIAS 


INSTRUCTOR:  SHEILA  CHIN,  graduate  of 
the  Canadian  College  of 
Dance,  Theatre  Department 
of  Ryerson  Polytechnic  In¬ 
stitute,  Toronto,  Ontario 

EXAMS:  Both  Children’s  and  Professional 
examinations  are  offered 

INFORMATION:  Please  phone  937-8712 

486-1648 

849-9506 

or  write  603  Victoria  Ave., 
Westmount  H3Y  2R8 


Modern  Dance  follows  Syllabus  of  the 
IMPERIAL  SOCIETY  OF  TEACHERS  OF 
DANCING 
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Yearbook  Committee 


BACK  ROW:  Alix  Ballard,  Hilary  Rapkin.  SITTING:  Cynthia  Carrique,  Ruby  Koutoulogenis,  Melodie  Schweitzer, 
Cynthia  Ross,  Mandy  Sutter,  Stacey  Hreno,  Marina  Klein,  Rona  Gomel,  Martha  McCall,  Wendy  Harper,  Taffy  Miller, 
Kirstie  Creighton.  KNEELING:  Patty  Beck,  Pauline  Hradil,  Lisa  Hodes,  Olivia  Sampson,  Elizabeth  Waterston.  ABSENT: 
Debbie  Schatia. 


EDITOR:  Alix  Ballard 

SUB-EDITOR:  Hilary  Rapkin 

SPORTS:  Cynthia  Ross 

GRAD:  Hilary  Rapkin 
Lisa  Hodes 

JUNIOR  SCHOOL:  Kirstie  Creighton 
Cynthia  Carrique 


ADVERTISING:  Elizabeth  Waterston 
Marina  Klein 

S.O.G.A.:  Taffy  Miller 

ART:  Wendy  Harper 
Pauline  Hradil 

TYPING:  Patty  Beck 

Melodie  Schweitzer 


PHOTOGRAPHY:  Patty  Beck 

Olivia  Sampson 
Debbie  Schatia 
Mandy  Sutter 

GRADE  10  REP:  Stacey  Hreno 
GRADE  9  REP:  Ruby  Koutoulogenis 
GRADE  8  REP:  Rona  Gomel 
GRADE  7  REP:  Martha  McCall 


“Plus  <;a  change,  plus  c’est  la  meme  chose” 

1983  has  been  a  year  which  provided  many  new  pathways  for  The  Study. 

Fall  marked  the  official  opening  of  the  new  building  that  forms  the  link  between  the  Junior  and  Senior  schools.  <: 

Our  entry  into  the  age  of  technology  is  accomplished;  we  now  have  our  own  computer  room  containing  our  Apple  II  computers  and,  on  typical 
afternoons,  enthusiastic  members  of  the  computer  club.  1 

Our  Music  department  has  also  expanded  its  horizons  this  year.  For  the  first  time,  the  choir  travelled  to  Toronto  to  participate  in  the  Kiwanis 
Music  Festival  which  drew  competitors  from  all  over  Canada. 


Although  not  due  to  commence  operation  until  the  fall  of  ’84,  it  is  the  accomplishment  of  Mrs.  Scott  and  several  dedicated  members  of  the  staff 
in  successfully  starting  the  International  Baccalaureate  program  that  will,  perhaps,  provide  the  longest  and  most  challenging  road  of  all. 

When  we  started  this  yearbook,  we  thought  we  were  merely  recording  events  which  had  become  history.  Instead,  with  each  past  “event”,  we 
watched  The  Study  move  inexorably  towards  an  unknown  yet  exciting  future.  This  book  may  be  one  that  represents  yesterday  and  its  memories 
but  it  also,  with  its  acknowledgement  of  each  event,  represents  a  future  that  can  only  be  gained  by  a  study  of  the  past. 

Our  thanks  to  Mrs.  Baugniet  and  all  the  friends  who  helped  to  put  the  1983  Trillium  together. 
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